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ORNE as WE haye been on the wings of Pindariſm to 
the milky way *, and, rioted as we have done in the 
luxury of that immenſe dairy, whilſt 


Immortal Fee round our ſwimming eyes did dance, 


it Conte: ln on us to endeavour to reſcue the Poet, 


the founder of the feaſt, from the ſuggeſtions of two great cri- 


* In the Philoſophical Tranſaftions of the Royal Society of $I vol. 74. 
Mr. Herſchel imagines he has madethe following diſcovery. Among other remarks, 
ſays he, © It is very probable that the great ſratum, called the Milky Way, is that in 


& which the ſun” [and of cour/e our planetary ſyſtem.) © is placed, though perhaps 


not in the very centre of its thickneſs, We gather thisfrom the appearance of the 
6 Galaxy, 
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0 ii ) 
tics, Biſhop Lowth, and Samuel Johnſon : the former of whom 
rather at a venture ſeems to prefer both Alezus and Ste- 
ſichorus to Pindar; ſo that, the Dithyrambiques (Bacchanalian 
ſongs) of Pindar being loſt withal, the moderns ſeem unhappy 
reſpecting the Grecian great Lyric Poetry. As to Johnſon, 
he, as might be expected, inſinuates that thoſe who expect 
very great things of Pindar, may be diſappointed. Theſe 
vague opinions are not to be wondered at; fince our critics 


are undetermined on which of our own country men to beſtow 
| the 


Galaxy, which ſeems to encompaſs the whole Heavens, as it certainly muſt do if the 


fun is within the ſame. For, ſuppoſe a number of ſtars arranged between two par- 


* rallel planes, indefinitely extended every way, but at a given conſiderable diſtance 
* from cach other; and, calling this a ſidereal ſtratum, an eye placed ſomewhere 
„ within it will ſee all the ſtars in the direction of the planes of the ſtratum projected 
into a great circle, which will appear lucid on account of the accumulation of the 
« ſtars; while the reſt of the Heavens, at the fides, will only ſeem to be ſcattered 
over with conſtellations, more or leſs crowded, according to the diſtance of the 
planes or number of ſtars contained in the thickneſs or ſides of the ſtratum.” 


On this, whether true or not, very ſublime idea; I, with entire ſubmiſſion to and 
admiration of our ſecond Newton, beg leave to ſuggeſt a vague queſtion, whether, 
on this hypotheſis, our ſolar ſyſtem in which the eye is ſo placed, muſt not be neceſ- 
ſarily fituated, not at or near the centre, but nearly ata point at one end of the ſide- 
real ſtratum, or nearly the outſide of it, were it an oblong or oval, and that it cannot 
be any kind of a ſquare; as, were the! eye placed within a ſquare or a plane; would 
not then the proſpe& to the ſhort: ken of an human eye pervading; neither its length 
nor breadth, conſiſt of a like ſtarred appearance in all directions: as within a ſpacious 
range of trees, the trees would appear alike to the eye in different views: or were the 
eye placed quite on the extremity of a ſquare or edge of a plane, would not then the 
{ky ſeem quite unſtarred to a ſide, or, however, to an oppoſite view ? | 


Ir Mr. Herſchel's idea has foundation, it ſeems that thoſe luminaries which in the 
Galaxy appear larger or more diffinQ, are nearerthan thoſe whoſe light appears blended 
with that of others, and that their — appearance is not entirely however, owing 
to their ſize. | 


Fr 


. ( | 18 
the Lyric Palm, to Dryden for his Alexander, or to Gray for 
his Bard, that is to ſay, to nature without art, or to art without 


nature: for though the figurative is, yet the forced accumulated 
figurative certainly is not the language of genuine Poetry; 


even on the admiſſion, that, to ſuit the taſte of the preſent 


times, and the orcheſtra. and cloſet, rather than the grove and 
camp the priſtine ſcenes of the Muſe, the combination of art 
with nature may be adopted. For our parts, we are inclined 
to give much credit to the very high opinion entertained of 
Pindar by Horace, who lived fo vaſtly nearer his time, and 
will endeavour. to gratify the reader with his character as 
tranſlated from part of the ſecond ode of the fourth book of 


Horace, by Cowley ; with a little drapery of our own: 


EO L 
Inimitable Pindar is alone, 
A Phenix on his jolar throne - 


With hum to vie who. dares in gride clave; 


Faln headlong in his raſh career ſhall find Icarian fate. 


II. 
The roaring ocean meets with ſuch a: voice 
From Pindar's mouth as drowns its norfe ; 
Refiſtleſs his unnauigable ſong 


Like an overwhelming flood adown the mountain pours along. 


| Hl. . | 
Pinder? $ 8 Dithyrambic tide 
In no channel dergns t abide, 
But does new thoughts and living figures roll, 


That neither bank nor cle nor wall, nor bulwark can control. 


Whether 
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A 1 IV. I 01 
Whether of ew. anbertal acts he ee, "IF 
Or tells of god -· deſcended king; * »: 
Each rich embroidered, majeſtic line, 


Does all ther ene beer and —_— pany ous wala: 


— 


mw 16 h 16 Wt © oof rm Den ur 
Whether (before our eyes gay Piſa's race acer £34 34i eat 
Fluſhing with Joy the victors face) 
Vict᷑ ry renew'd in glory he rehearſe, | 
And all the e diſplay with Sinks bounding wes r 


VI. 

He bids him live and grow in fame, 3 
Among the ſtars he flicks his name; © | ls 
The grave of ham can but the droſs devour, {+ If 
So Jmall i ts deaths; Jo wondrous great, the. oY poet fow're . 


VII. 
Lo! 1 th obſequious wind and ſwelling air 
The Theban ſwan do upward bear 
Into the walls of clouds —Behold him play 
And with extended wings divide his liquid azure way. 


: VIII. 
Alas ! my timorous inglorious muſe, 
Low unambitious tracts purſues; 
Pleas'd with the bee her tinſel plumes to ſpread, 


And Jos the fragrant © as breeze, ſo oft ulis bring thro' the mead. 


Having 
Pſalm 104, 


3 71 

With the former part of our work, we have finiſhed our 
career of the peculiar temerity of combining Sacred ſtrains 
with Pindaric numbers; wherein we muſt incur the cenſure 
even of thoſe- well acquainted with the hallowed birth of the- 
Muſe, for attending her to the facred fountains whence it is 
univerſally acknowledged that ſhe ſprung, though ſhe is now 
baniſhed from her ancient domains, and eſpecially for ac- 
coutring her in modern habiliments and arranging her offspring 
in rank and file: yet perhaps it does not appear; how- 
muchſoever Lowths intermediate verſion of neither verſe nor 
proſe, endued as it is with a fort of ſhort-lung'd quaintneſs, 
may reſemble the Hebrew text; that plain Engliſh proſe re- 
ſembles it more than does Engliſh verſification. Should it be 
{aid that the religious ſources of the muſe were Pagan, thoſe 
who alledge this ſhould ſhew that the Bible contains not rela- 
tions and phenomena ſufficiently marvellous and magical ac- 
cording to the uſual 1dea conceived of her. For it 1s not the 
entertainment of children, the mere dreams of romance always 
ready to be diſſipated into air with the puff of caprice, diſ- 
jointing the diſcourſe, diſappointing curioſity, and annihilating 
contrivance and method, that are the proper objects of ma- 
chinery and ſubjects of ſound poetry; which, however it is 
converſant with the ornaments of caricature and the won— 
derful, to a degree of the miraculous and magical, is ſtill 
confined to rules and to nature and truth as its centre, and 
conſtrained inſanire cum ratione; the dereliction of which is 
the true meaning of Horace's Incredulus odi, an objection that 
does not lie to Mr. Hole's Arthur lately publiſhed. Vet, fraught 
as is that poem with ſtrong imagery * and noble lines, it is 
b . ſome what 


* am tempted to notice a nb exclamation of Hengiſt in the ſixth book, 
« Be Hengilt's /zfe, death, or fame, 


(vi ). 

ſomervhat doubly heterogeneous; blending, according to the 
conſtruction of Taflo's Jeruſalem *, romance with legitimate 
poetry; and, like decorating an old caſtle with the elegancies 
of a modern villa, drefles ancient manners in language of ar- 
tilieial rehnement. In a word the reſult of our feeble enqui- 
ries has ever been the opinion that few hiſtorical accounts are 
either wholly true or wholly falſe, and that truth lies in a me- 
dium, as in all things ſo in this, that thoſe who at once ex- 
punge all legends from their creed, are no benefiters of reli- 
gion. Were all the prodigious Gothic ſhadows without any 
ſubſtance ? Who is there that finds not reaſon to attribute the 
Pagan fables of gods on earth, and perhaps more, to the Jewiſh 
Theocracy ? In particular, traditions of giants, beſides the 
ocular evidence of huge limbs, and of perſons of eight feet 
ſtature now living, are ſo univerſal, that it would be obſtina- - 
cy to refuſe belief. Dr. Gideon Harvey, ſuppoſing that all 
Originals are in all reſpects the compleateſt of their ſpecies, 
imagines Adam to have been a giant, and the greateſt that 
ever exiſted. — 

This digreſſion coming acroſs, prevented us from proceed- 
ing to ſay that our progreſs is ſtill precarious: that having 
alighted from our balloons, we have yet to embark on a wide 


ocean; till 


(% Small by degrees and beautifully leſs.) 


we wave our ſilken ſails on the ſmooth channels and lakes of 
ſingſong. 


* It has often aſtoniſhed me, that Chriſtian writers, at leaſt writers profeſſing 
Chriſtianity, ſhould almoſt agree to explode the Cruſades; of which ſurely the plan, 
however counteracted by claſhing ſelfiſh views, was meritorious: but the abundance 
of Judas Iſcariots diſcovering themſelves in the obflruftion of the preſent attack on 
the Turks, explains the matter. | 


vii) : 


— 


ſingſong. But even when we ſhall at laſt glide in view of 


the meadows and budding ſhrubs, we may then run aground | 


and be deſtroyed by ſhark critics and taſty hogs in armour ; 
who poſſibly unable themſelves to row even a canoe of the 
Muſe, may inform us, that we are of the race of mediocres 
Poet, and that, as the gods will not thank us for the former 


part of our work, ſo neither will men thank us for the latter. 


Should moreover theſe worthy gentlemen, who, complaining 
of their choſen employment of beſpattering in the dark from 
their elevated abodes hapleſs authors running the gauntlet 
below; laconically condemn theſe ſheets to the paſtry-cooks, 
as they have ſerved our former productions, though our names 
are neither Macnab nor 7imothy*; or, prompted by their hungry 
maws, be tempted to devour them right out; a middling 
quarto of ſubſtantial paper, with a little butter or dripping, 
may be no bad meal. And, as we would overcome evil with 
good ; ſhould we find that fat is more grateful to their palates 
than cream, we may perhaps, to curry their favour for the 
next edition, change the title from the Galaxy to the Dripping- 
ban, and adopt for a motto, 


Heus, etiam menſas conſumimus, inquit Iulus. 


* On the latter named author, Mr. Timothy Pheon, the reader may ſee one of the 
critiques alluded to, in the Engliſh Review, for September, 1789, and that on the 
former ſome time back, | 
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2 
4 STRO RHE. 
TJ ME ſwung his ſcythe, and Slav'ry fled : 
No more the tear-earn'd bread, 
Torn fleſh and iron bed: | 
Nor nurſe of wealth the fervid mold, 
Whole bowels countleſs treaſures hold, 


Curle ot a hapleſs clime ſhall glut the univerſe with gold. 


ANTISROPHE. 

In vain each brilliant morning deck'd the glade, 
Hung the thorn and gemm'd the blade, 
Vain, ſtream's lull, and noontide ſhade. - 
In vain in wavy proſpect laugh'd the field, 
In vain did earth the precious bullion yield, 
Its tyrannous, relentlels lords, with ruthleſs boſoms ſteel'd, 
A | ErODE, 


(©4-) 
; EroDE. 

What youth of gay look and fantaſtical mould, 
Speeds blithe oer the lawn clad in purple and gold? 
Walks with him young April, whoſe bluſhes adorn 
The welkin that melts to his ſweet-ſwelling horn. 
Wanton hirehng no more fcourges, 

Flaw'd the hands for beggar's pay, 
Nor fel] maſter labour urges ; 
Ends the cruel ſultry day. 


ä 
SrRO RHE. 
Spaniard, thy batt ning ſaints withdraw, 
With gluttonizing maw 
That mock kind nature's law: 
Ceaſe, viceroy-tyrants, dire controul, 
O'er bowed neck and pinion'd ſoul, 
Whilſt avaricious prieſts th' Almighty's thunder roll. 
ANTISTROPHE. - 
Spaniard, that lov'ſt fell Inquiſition's frown, 
Gallia, Gallia flings thee down, | 
Totters thy Peruvian crown. 
Thy mighty empare's wrapp'd in ſleepy lees : 
Nor ruſt unequal ſhips to catch the breeze, 
Where Britiſh engines hurl the ball, triumphant oer the 
ſeas. ; 
Erope. 
The Nereids delighting to gambol the deep, 
To ſcud on the wave, to the Tritons time keep, 
How nimbly they play and how merrily dance, 
Whilſt floating ll-muſic tells freedom's advance! 
See the airy colours flying, 
And the honeſt, jolly crew, 
Laſs with Zephyr gently ſighing 
For the Britiſh ſailor true, 


MW 


III. STROPHE, 


(8) 


HI. 
OTROPHE., | 
Afar ſtoop'd ſky and ſea between, 
A hoſtile fleet is ſeen 
With huge majeſtic mien: 
A ſolemn gun the fight foretells, 
Surge after ſurge each bulk impells, 
And whiſtling wind above the flapping canvaſs ſwells. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
Wide ſtretch the heaving lines in tow ry pride, 
In tremendous glory ride, 
Oer the darkling, groaning tide: 
But ſoon the pond'rous, ruthleſs ruin feel, 
The maſt-faln caſtles ſag, and bulging reel, 
Or bounce aloft in ſheets of fire. that fearful day reveal. 
EPODE. | 
But, Britain victorious, hoar Neptune appears, 
Canadian pine for his trident-ſtaff rears ; - 
The conqueſt {till pleaſed to hail of his ſons, 
His face on the painted ſtern viewing he runs. 
Beamy Saturn clears t' horizon, 
(Jove uſurper flung from high); 
To proclaim his Inca hies on ; 
Both recover'd empire try. 


IV. 
| STROPHE, 
The ſcarlet ſoldier ſhapes his way, 
His glory to eflay 
To Phebus uſh'ring day : 
The drum's and trumpet's mix'd alarm 
Fans in his breaſt the beating charm, 
The terror of his eye, and tempeſt of his arm, 
| ANTISTROPHE. 
Trembles the ground beneath the trampling ſteed, 
Shiv'ring foes denounc'd to bleed, 


Sounds tumultuous drive his ſpeed ; | 
| Thick 


(6) 
Thick ſhow'rs of bullets from ring'd barrels pour, 
Bombs ſcatter deaths and braying cannons roar, | 
And ſulph'rous mines explode in air, earth's entrails up- 
ward bore. | 
| Epopx. ; 
But Liberty marches with flowrets behind ; 
They die and are bleſs'd, or live free as the wind: 
Young Liberty. prances with looſe auburn hair, 
And with him trips lightly a frolicſome Fair. 
Earthquakes vaniſh'd; fee advancing 
Forms that mock the mortar's blaze; 
Ambulcade the laſt enhanſing, 
Mars's chang'd to cupid's maze. 


* 
STROPHE. 
With joy unknown they love texplore 
The friendly-winding ſhore, 
Ne'er Briton-trod before: 
The rifled ipices breathe along, 
New warblers chaunt the woods among, 
Dear ſoothers, {weetly ſhrill, in conſort ſoft and ſtrong. 
ANTISTROPHE. 
The mouldy dungeon chang'd lor lightſome iky, 
Racks in ocean buried he, 0 
Priſons drear in thunders fly: | 
Jult puniſhments compleated crimes await, 
The barb'rous miſcreants mark the new-year's date, 
For pamper'd god of luxury, they eye grim-ltalking Fate. 
EPODE. 
The youth 1s deſcended from old filver Time, 
The ſeaſons revolv'd to melodious chyme ; 
He foots it and capers, beſpangled with dew, 


Comes with him the nightingale, thruſh, and cuckow, 
Heav'n, with melody he ages, f 


Wings the trelh, tranſporting ga e, 
Spring and May toge her bounding 


On the banks that ſweets exhale, 


VI. STROPHE, 


/ 


. 


Tis; ' 

. STROPHE, 

The flocks more verdant dales admire 7410 
But ah! what ſweets conſpire 
Where waves yon feſtive fire. 
Lit groves of nard 1 perfume, 
Heav'n propitious wide-illume, - - 
And victory on high expands his gliſ'ning plume. 

1 .* -  ANTISEROPHE. 

The vig'rous woodman loads the lengthen'd team, 
Primes the fir, or hews the beam, 
For the dimpled-courting ſtream : 
The burſten planks ſtrange cloud-clapt trees renew; 
Gay-launch'd the bark round which fierce battle flew, 
Th exulting ſeaman mounts in air, the realms of peace to 
view, | | 


5 Eropx. - 

The Fays and the Fairies, in ermine array'd, 
Beſprinkle the green to fair Cynthia difplay'd ; 
The Queen ark the Dance to the b ſtar, 
The dulcimer tinkles and ſilv'ry guittar: 

And the ſhining waggon rattles, 
Whilſt the merry driver ſings, 
This the fruit of freedom's battles, 


Bracelet Mead of fetter rings. 


| VII. 
STROPHE., 

Admires each welcome, courted gueſt 
The luſcious tropic zeſt ; 
A ſaviour each confeſs'd. | 
To Fortune kind, and Bacchus young, 
The quiv'ring, thrilling lyre is ſtrung, 
A native Sov reign bleſs d with Britain's monarch ſung. 

B __  ANTISTROPHE, 


(8) 
?  ANTISTROPHE. 
The cooling liquor ſcented herbs improve, 
Airs entrancing break above 
In the genial voice of love. r 
The flaming goblets pealing anſwer ſend, | 
While mellow flutes the ſtrain harmonious blend, 
And Cherubs in etherial robes their glancing ſteerage 
en. P 
 EPpOoDE. 
The traveller faint in the rivulet laves, 
Or which ſpreading myrtle meandering wayes; 
The melon embroidered wantonly r 2. 
The orange oer dangling, and mingles its ſweets, 
Alps and Atlas, ſnow-cloath'd mountains, 
Are, but Lihputians here : 50S: 
Crackling blaze; or guſhing fountains ; 
Froſt, or ſun, throughout the year. 


VIII. 
STROPHE. EL] 
The peaſant ſees delighted twine 
The purple-cluſter'd vine, 
Or crops the wildling pine, 
(Ambroſial food that never palls, 
Whoſe ſunny juice in ſtreamlets falls), 
Nor fears at ev'ry taſte the bondage-wringing calls. 
ANTISTROPRHE. 
Fat dews the ears - COS dy fill, 
Springs ſupply that ſpout the rill, 
sky 8 4 —— ſtill: 
Luxuriant graſs involves the ribbon'd mead, 
No chilling blaſts the fragrant growth impede, 
Soft 3 hand in hand, harmonious Seaſons 
cad, ett 31 


\ 


o 


ErODE, 


1\ 


(9) 
| Oo $8 EPODE. - 
What's yonder I ſee on the cedar-clad plain, 

That gleams in its courſe, on the billowy main? 

The ſplendour quite dazzles the winking-quick eye, 

Flames flaſh as it paſſes with whirling ſound by. 
Surely 'tis Gold-age returning 

Speck d with dimond from the mine, 

Orient rays together burning — 

Viſion glorious and Divine! 


* J am almoſt afraid to conſeſs that I am rather an advocate for an alliter- 
ation here and there interſperſed, productive, I think, of a current ſweetneſs, 
J 


- 


How glorious is Pope's, / 
To ſounds of heav'nly harys ſhe dies away“ — 
And how fine is this line of his, 
The long * march and energy divine,” — _ 
in which it may alſo be remarked that writing majeſtzc& with c>, impedes the 
motion of the ſyllable. | Fs 
The belt line of Gray's Elegy, 
Or wak'd to extacy the-{zving lyre” — i 
for which, by the way, he is indebted to this of Cowley, 
= _ * Begin the ſong, and ſtrike the {wing hre 
has an alliteration, But the moſt remarkable one is Virgil's, 
Neu patriz validas in viſcera vertite vires.— 


who, among his artifices of verſification, was ſenſible of fluid celerity ; witneſs, 


Corripuere ruuntqueſſuſi carcere currus— 


and again . | | - 


— volat vi fervidus axis 


as was 2 of the importance of pirated thoughts, a mark of his ingenuity, if | 


As 


not a proof of his genius. | 


„ 
As a poetical licence, I have alſo ventured to write !win{leing as an expan- 


fion of twinkling. _ & 
be Reader underſtands the reaſon for naming this Ode a Regulated Pin- 


daric, which is becauſe though it contains a variety of verſes, they have a regu- 
lar recurrence in the reſpective partitions; the former quality, beſides Its turn of 
poetry, N it to the appellation of Pindaric. A regular Pindaric I do not 
name it, becauſe, whatever idea ſome may entertain of the equality of Pindar's 
metre, I conceive that it would have been a contradiction in terms. Whether 
the denomination I have aſſigned to the conſtruction of this piece is right or 
wrong, it is of the ſame nature with that of Gray s two great Odes, all the parts of 
which exactly correſpond, conſtituting a regular variety and uniform whote. / 

In Ben. Jo on's UNDERWOODS, the Ode to the memory of Sir Lucius Cary, 
and Str H. Morriſon, *1s a true and regulated Pindaric, and the firſt in our 
language, that hath a juft claim to that title. ; | 

See Mr. Whalley's elegant Note, or rather Diſſertation, on the Op E Pine 
DARIC, in his edition of Jonſon, v. 6, p. 440. 

To which this obſervation may be added, © The correct and laborious Ben 
Jonſon, as he was the firſt importer of the Strophe, Antiſtrophe and E pode, has 
given us alſo the firſt Engliſh precedent of an irregular ode, it I miſtake not, 
in the poem on the burning of his works.“ 

| Pręſton s Thoughts on Lyric Poetry. 
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HOWARDIENSIS. 


I. 
FARK ! It is no earthly lyre, 

** Whoſe ſweet ſtrings harmonious play; ; 
« Air reſounds, and forms of fire 

« Float in dazzling ſtreams of day: 

« Ha! what Mable s on the wing 

Fragrance, fragrance, round me fling, 

« See whirls a car from regions far 

* And heaven's manſions ring: 

* Melody about me flies, 


10 Hear nly muſic round _ dies !— 


LY 


II. Thus 


%\ 


( 12 ) 
. 2 II. 
Thus the eaſtern hermit {pake, 

Rapt his ſoul in viſions bright, 
Then loud ſounds the mountains ſhake, 
Wondrous ſcenes invade his fight 
And whilſt fail heavens tones along, 
And high-aſcend the ſpheres among, 


The winds were ſtill, was huſh'd the rill 


« Ah! charming is the ſong! 
% Sweet it to the {ky reſounds 
And from rock to rock rebounds. 


III. 

Twas the guard of Howard good 
From Britannia's happy land, | 
That pour'd forth of light the flood, 
Heralds of divine command ! 
By gracious Heav'n ordain'd t' attend 
The man of all mankind the friend, 
To ſhield his breaſt from evTy peſt 
"To earth's and ocean's end: 
To the dungeon bends his head 
And the lick infectious bed. 


IV. 

Soul expanded, genius, worth 
Howard to the world proclaim, 
Bleſs'd was his auſpicious birth, 
Mong the ſtars is fix d his name. 
Tho, Death, thou ſtalk'ſt in giant ſtate, 
Gorging the fell womb of fate; 
The dye is caſt, his fame is faſt, 
If thou com'ſt thou com'ſt too late: 
Vain to pierce an Howard's heart 
With thy never-erring dart. 


V. Envy 


6 


ASP -: 


Envy dire and hateful pride, 
Bluſhing y and hide your face, 
Haughtineſs, reſtrain. your ſtride, ; Wy a 

| - 2 


\ 


Fly, curs'd broods, ye baneful race. 
Ingratitude in ſhame retires, 
Withers before his living fires; 
Baſe miſcreants, hie, before him fly, 
Nor look where he aſpires : 

2 Sick ning; ſee the roles grow 
And about his footſteps blow. 


But ſhall Howard's ſocial ſoul | | 
Want one virtue-armed mate? 
As ſucceſhve ages roll, 
Poor, ſo poor 1s niggard fate ! 
No: Hanway, Hanway ſhall be 2 
And in eternal league combin'd, 
Hanway 1s dear, a fit compeer, 
Congenial was his mind. 
Earth, be clad in freſh array, 
And, ye ſkies, new tints her. | 


VII. 
Shall no monarch of our iſle 
With a ſubject's glory vie? 
Did ne er Virtue raviſh'd ſmile 
On a crown her form t' eſpy ? 
Yes: Alfred mail'd in goodneſs went 
Thro' death and ſearch'd each hoſtile tent; 
He heav'n-ally'd Death's jaws defy'd, 
To bleſs the world was ſent, 
Like parch'd Afric's Nile that leads 


Countleſs ſtreams along the meads. | 
8 VIII. Alfred 


( 14 ) 


VIII. 

Alfred was the beſt of kings, 
Wiſe, magnanimous, and juſt; 
Sweep, O ſweep the ſounding ſtrings, 
Sacred, ſacred is his duſt. 
He ev'ry gem of ev'ry crown 
' Uniting, made the world his own, 
Yet deem'd a toy the glitt'ring joy 
And long'd to lay it down. _ 
Heav'n to him the meed did give 
That he ſhou'd for ever live. 


IX. 

Nor ſhall time the worthies blot, 
Howard who to fame conſign; 
Tis a blels'd, propitious lot 
For ſuch virtue wreaths to twine. 
The Muſe, to merit ever true, 
Shall to it pay her tribute due; 
O uſher forth his matchleſs worth, 
And ſtill the theme renew: 
To record ſupreme her joy 
Excellence without alloy!“ 


X. 
Patriot Dempſter, in whoſe ſoul - 
Thoughts of goodneſs warm did roll ; 
At whole foltering command 
Howard's glory ſpread the land ; 
Who ſympathetic firſt did raiſe, - 
Fraught with high zeal, the trump of praile ; 


Who 


* More bright renown can human nature claim, 
Than to delerve, and fly immortal fame ? 


* 


Verſes to Gen. Cadogan, 


6 . 
Wo told his love like ſaints' above; 
Shall ſhare the muſe's lays. 
Virtue's friend for Virtue's ſake, 
Dempſter ſhall the meed partake 


XI. 


5 — 
0 — * 


Deathleſs Howard! none ſhall dare 


Acts like thine profane in thought; 
Godlike man without compare, : 
With mirac'lous goodneſs fraught; - 
Riſe, riſe, O muſick, lift thy voice, 
To greet of heav'n the ſacred choice; 
Each ſwelling gale his name let hail, 
And ev'ry clime rejoice : | 
580 ev'ry boſom fire | 
With the praiſe ſuch deeds require, 


XII. 

N atheiſts, will ye more 
Dare the living God deny? 
Will ye not yourſelves deplore ? 
Do ye not his arm deſcry? — 
Tho fate does all in darkneſs ſhroud, 
| Hard'ning the callous and the proud, 
To a deat world in mis'ry hurl'd 
Such things ſhall ſpeak aloud. 
Wayward, ſullen atheiſts, now 
To the God of Heaven bow. 
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N OW droops the year. A ſullen cloud 
Does Heaven's face o er- mantling ſhroud, 
And the pale ſun with haſty car 

A lifeleſs luſtre ſhoots from far. 
Then loſt defers a new day's birth 

So long, that-the o'er-ſhadow'd earth 


Shudders appall'd and fears the world > 
In 3 ; 
1 


darkneſs hurl'd : 
m ray that evening cheers, 


The lamp's 


Again at lazy morn appears ; 
Nature, in iron bound her womb, 
Suſpended totters oer the tomb, 


Yet 


aig; ä 
Yet is not ſhiv'ring Lapland here, 
Where darkneſs dwells for half the year; 
Where hid in caves the dwarfiſh race 


For ſix months dare not ſhew their face, 
But ſtiffens ſudden ice their cloaths 


And nips the nimble froſt their noſe; 7 


Again, again, they peep and peep, 
Then to their copper ſweethearts creep, 
Till the found ſun plays bopeep too, 


Whilſt the cold pierces through and through. 


Happy the bridegroom and the bride 
Who may for ſix months' love confide, 
And in warm raptures twin'd together, 
May bid defiance to the weather. 


Yet there the vivid ſtars and moon 

Might make an owl believe it noon, 
In wondrous ſhapes wars repreſent 

And kindle the gay firmament ; 
In mimic ſhapes in heaven's height, 
Lions and tygers ruſh to fight, 
Bright guns and {words in thick array, 
Harmleſs to earth their fires diſplay, 
And tho' loud thunders cannons pour, - 
Reaches not diſtant earth the roar : 
One een wou'd vow John's Revelation 
Was written in that moonlight nation. 
But when bright Sol does once ariſe, 
He half the year does keep the ſkies, 
Relſolv'd to render good amends 


And thro' the world make meet both ends. 


And now, kind reader, pray attend, 
And be the muſe your moral friend ; 
Wiſdom purſue, and learn to ſcan 
That Lapland emblem is of man. — 
Know that his life is all but night, 
Shut out from heav'n's celeſtial light, 


That 


= ( 18-) 
But vanity, diſeaſè, and pain, 
But pilgrimage and prey ing cares, 
Deſpondency, and helpleſs fears. 

For a few years, in ign' rance bound, 

He runs, a mill-horſe, the dull found, 
Whilſt couch'd in ſecret watches Death, 
Sure ſoon or late to ſeize his breath, 
Laughs at the fooliſhneſs of man. 
Strutting long ſtrides, his life a ſpan. 


That brighteſt climes of earth contain 


Know, he who values things below, 
And ſets his heart on pride and ſhow,. 
Is ſneering Satan's working tool, 
And, it may be, an arrant fool, 

Bec auſe his vot'nes have to fear 
His highneſs may not prove ſincere. 


As Laplanders benighted lie, 
Without the ſun to cheer the ſky, 
Mountains of ſnow around them ſped, 
The tempelt ruſhing oer their head; 
Within this vale of mortal woe, 

Where adverſe tempeſts diſmal blow, 
Where deſolation ſweeps the world, 
Kings from their ſtate in ruin hurlVd, 
Where darkling Fate has fix d his throne, 
And mark'd the regions for his own: 
Thus loads of miſery beneath, _ 
Dwells man amid' the realms of death: 
Yet ſhall a ſure-revolving day 

Its orient beams at length diſplay. | 


So, mighty George from mis'ry rais'd, 
Bids in full choir his God be prais'd, 
Eſſays no more the Turk to fave, - 

Nor trade with Mahomet to crave, 


Thinks 


5 ( 19 ) 
Thinks of loſt provinces no more, 
Poſſeſſing ſtill of ſnow a ſtore, | 
Baſks, ſorrows paſt, in glorious day, 
Flaſhing around a brighter ray. 


Then let us with religion's eye, 
Beyond the grave our home deſcry, 


Pierce the dim ſhades that hide the goal,. 


Where ſuns in endleſs ſplendours roll, 
Where blooms around eternal ſpring, 
And harmony the planets ring: * 
Where night ſhall never more invade, 
Unleſs with twilight's mellow ſhade, 
To bid ſweet ſlumbers hover oer, 
And the warm foul in viſions ſoar 

To joys extatic, and ariſe 

From bliſs to bliſs, from ſkies to ſkies. 
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O Liberty, thou Goddeſs, Heav'nly bright, 
Profuſe of bliſs and pregnant with delight; 
*Tis thou that mak'ſt the face of nature gay, 
Giv'ſt beauty to the ſun and pleaſure to the day! 
Abpprsox. 
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Tu. reaſon of adopting fo fhort a meaſure for a Poem 
that in ſome parts required vigour and energy ; was, 
that twice two ſtruck me as containing a compact terſeneſs, 
and on conſideration accorded, as being as true and per- 
fect as any our tongues affords :- reſembling a little man, 
who ſupplies his defect in ſize by his agility. Two ſyl- 
lables being a metrical foot, four form a verſe with a par- 


tition in the middle ; and if the accents fall on the ſecond 
and fourth, have a natural and exact coincidence. Being 


in two correſpondent parts, it may be readily put together 


1n reading. 
I afterwards recollected that the nobleſt pallages in 


Mr. Maſon's Ode in Charattacus are conſtituted in this 
meaſure, 


« ‚Twas death: in haſte 
The warriour paſt !”? 


F — It 
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( 23) 
It likewiſe admits room for variation ; chiefly by chang- 
ing the accents to the firſt ſyllable, in which caſe it is like 
a ſudden motion, as: | a in 


« Snatch'd * his throne.“ 


In a ſhort performance the ſecond ſyllable in each line 
might be made to rhyme, ſhould an author fancy to re- 
preſent a Frenchman. | £2 

Eaſy as this verlification may ſeem, it requires ſcope of 
words, that the ſame rhymes'may not frequently occur. 
On the other hand, from the command the mind has over 
it, I have ſome times formed ſeveral couplets as faſt as I 
could write them down: particularly I drilled the four 
laſt on fox-hunting in that manner, ſeeming like Swift's 
Gulliver among Liliputians, though I am no ſportſman. 
It may be likewiſe obſerved that by dropping many par- 
ticles, which I think it well permits, the ſubſtance of our 
language is more conſpicuous; theſe often obliging our 
writers to paraphraſe rather than to tranſlate Latin authors 
eſpecially, The deciſion is with the reader. 


* 


- 
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JE NE SCAI 


O Muſe, relate 

The drift of fate. 
Why armies gleam 
To Phebus' beam: 
Why France. and Spain 
Uſurp the“ main: 

Why Britons bold, 
Their joy of old 
Fierce war to wage 
Gainſt tyrant-rage, 
And pride of Fame, 
The world reclaim, 
Th oppreſt befriend, 
Wealth blood expend, 
With drought to parch 
In honour's march, 


Or mock the ſnow 
On winter's brow, 
Without diſmay 
For danger pray, 
And pride annoy 


With ardent joy ; 


0 thus 5 775 

all betray” 
1 e dear b LE ſpill'd 
Of comrades kind 


Or blown in air 


With yawning glare, 


How did they brave 
Both death and grave, 


Nor horrors tear | 
That rent the ſphere ! . 


QUOL 


Whilſt 


Whi'ſt bullets pour 
And cannons roar, 
And darkſom wombs 
F ject the bombs 
That hizzing high 
Pale rainbows fly. 
What burlling' ſhells 
Mix hells with hells! 
Nature aghalt . 
Miſtakes the blaſt; 
Fears left the ball 
To chan fall; + 
Whilſt the iky lours 
With torrent-ſhow'rs 
As the cracks tear 
The hurtled air, 
And powder's blaze 
Flings vid rays 
And hideous fray 
Blots out the day. 
Then, ſet the ſoul, 
War's rage controul, 
And with one fire, 
The onſet dire, 
With bay'nets fixt 


-* Fleſh blood brain mixt 


Heapt carnage made 
By a blade, 
They, hand to hand, 
Exceed command, 
Wedg'd ranks overturn 
And glorious burn; 
And hurrying on, 
The battle won, 


There ſhould be no ſlops in this line, that the confuſion therein mentioned 


may be repreſented, 


= 2 


The ramparts treaT, 


Alive and dead, 


Midſt lightnings ſpring 
On conqueſt's wing, 
To mount the breach 
And thunders reach, 
And ruſhing in 


With furious din 
The foe they rout 


With mingled ſhout 


And rais'd on high 


The banners fly. 
Thus clang'd the plain 
To trumpet's {train 
To the lteed's bound 


And drum's hoarle found 


That the archt ſky 
Rung heaven's reply. 
Now ſcarce we keep 
Our parent-deep : 


- But joind with France 


In witchcraft-dance 
Our children ſpurn 
Us to the urn; 

Their guilty ſnore 


Manur d with gore, 


And late bleſs'd world 
In ruin hurl'd ! 

But ye that doſe 

In lov'd repoſe, 
Liſtleſs on down 
Midſt hoſtile frown, 
Forbear to ſneer 

At valiant peer 


— 


| Or gentleman r 
On glory's plan, 
Thro' luxry's craves 
Leſt all be ſlaves; + 
Or him who dies 
In humble guiſe. * 
Terreſtrial part 

Reſigud to dart, 
The freed ſoul mounts 
To airy founts | 

Ol bliſs untold 
To mortal mould. 
Seraphic glow 
Fore felt below 
And country ſav'd 
By cannon brav'd, 

He floats along 
To angels' ſong 
TH extatic lyre 
And living choir, 

Sy mphonious peal 
With Michael, - 
On rapt rous way 
To realms of day! 
And why deſpair ? 
Your joy's to dare. 
Ye're Britons ſtill, 
The law your will. 
Your ſkill retrieve 
And ocean cleave 
-Where happy gales 
Diſtend your fails, | 
To aim your darts 
At ſavage hearts. 
Say who compares 
With Britiſh tars, 


— 


* 
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They l 
Nor vi 


Sure deathleſs praiſe, 


Prolon 
G a 


Their ſails to fur 
Or limbs to curl 
And ride the maſt 
Midſt rocking blaſt, 
Or plunge the wave 
A mate to ſave, | 
Or point their guns 
At pop'rys ſons. 


— 


Ye who decree 
By land or fea, 
Bealways kind 


In friendſhip bind 


The ſoldier true 
And faithful crew: 
Then, their delight 
To love and fight, 

dge nor food, 
blood. 
Then dangers brave, 


Deſpis' d a flave, 


Of victTy ſure 


- Whilſt foes endure. 


Though Dutch all ſell, 
Tho' ſons rebel]; 


- Hybernia's land; 


Accept the band 
Of Britain's love; 
Ah! grateful prove; 
Nor think can bleſs 


Licentiouſneſs. 


Your toil now pays 


Then huſh alarms 
To peace's charms. 
How long ſhall fate 


er hate 


— 


Gainſt 


Gainſt ſons of climes? 
Victims to crimes 
Our breaſts that fill 
With horror's chill ? 
Condemn'd to toils 

On foreign ſoils 

The livelong day 
Without allay, _ 

In ſcorching heat 

And frying ſweat, 


To ſwell the hoards 


Of ruthleſs lords 

To feaſt and cloy 

In pamper'd joy.— 
Their {un the nurſe 
Of wealth their curſe ; 
Some blame the earth 
That gave them birth. 
Tis thus we lee 
The plunder'd bee. 
The yearning muſe, 
Muſt not refuſe 
Dread ſcenes to tell 
The boaſt of hell: 

O briefly 0g 

An harmleſs king + 
With moving moan . 
Snatcht from his throne, 
With doom molt dire 
To hiſs on fire. | 
Hark! The, torn ſoul 
And furies' howl !— 
But let my lay 

Mark Britiſh ſway. 
With joy they hail 

Our ſtreaming ſail, 


- * The Africans. 
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The ſtrand they line, 


28) 
In feathers fine 


Their treaſures part 
With thankful heart, 


Their gold reveal 


For better ſteel, 


True friendſhip find 


With mercy join d, 


In raptures ſing 


Britannia's king. 


With peals of joy © 


Without alloy 

Again to try 
Sweet liberty. | 
Long had there been 
The bliſsful green 
And artleſs loves 
In fpicy groves, 


9 


1 


* 


Whilſt zephyrs bring 


Eternal ſpring. 
Silver and gold 
Their nobles hold 


That match from far 


The ſolar car, | 
Their ſtores 1mprov'd 
And country lov'd 
Their ſwains at reſt 
And country bleſt. 
Ah! Let no more 
Curſt fattion's roar 
In cauſeleſs rage 
With foes engage 
Grudging-the great 
The lot of ſtate, 
Their anxious fears 
And ceaſeleſs cares, 


+ Montezuma, 


S 
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Their 
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Their dear delights 
And ſleepleſs nights! 
A regal court 
Blind fortune's ſport, 
Is like the waves 
When Boreas raves. 
A king, withſtood 

His people's good, 
Feels ev'ry hour 
Alffliction's power, 
Sees ev'ry poſt 

His counſels croſt, 
His peace of mind 
Broke ev'ry wind. 
But change the clue 
And bring to view 

A conlort dear 
Who crowns each year. 
Since Phebus hung, 
From Chaos ſprung, 
The planets whirl'd 
With deus impearl'd, 
Taught birds to ſing 
And. wak'd the ſpring, 
Or Summer drels'd 
In flaming veſt, 

Gave Autumn's face 
A milder grace, 

Or Winter left 

Of ſmiles bereft ; 
Ne'er yet was ſeen 

So bright a queen, 
Who thus cou'd boaſt 
A royal hoſt 

In blooming pride: 
Death's fangs defy d. 


4 


Circaſſia, yield 
The female field. 
Inur'd to arms 
Of pointed charms 
The quick ſurprize 


Of free-born eyes 
And bread to gaze 


On beauty's blaze, 
The falchion bright 
Scarce blinks our ſight. 
What's armed ſhow 
To cupid's bow, 

Or earthquake-{ounds 
To ſoul-telt wounds ? 
The toaming ſteed 
For peace decreed 
Scouring amain 

The duſty plain, 
With ſtretching pace 


nſures the race. 


Mark him deſign'd 
For battle join d; 
On conqueſt mad 


In thunder clad, 
Gay, ſwift and ſtrong 


He ſmoaks along. 
The bridegraſs 3 


Oerſpreads the lawn, 


The cheerful hound 
Snuffs up the ground 
And coppice gains 
To circling ſtrains. 
Villian decreed 
For theft to bleed 
And worthy prey 
To waſte the day; 


— 


Sly Reynard quakes, 
Then covert breaks. 
Now ſwells the horn 
Io jocund morn, 

And hunters fly 
Whilſt racks and ſky 
The woods and hills 
The dales and rills, 
In concert join 
The chace divine! 
Who 1s not pleas'd, 
The otter ſeiz d? 
What brindled nag 
Purſues the ftag 
By nature made 

To ſkip the glade, 
Whoſe antlers' length 
Supplying ſtrength, 
Trees borne away 
His flight betray ; 
Can with him prance 
Oer mountains dance 
And leave behind 


The whizzing wind ; 


Who face the boar 
And lion's roar, 
The poiſon d maw 
And iron jaw ? 
The fowler keen 
With rural mein 
Claims equal ſong 
The woods among. 
It would require 
Poetic fire, 
Maſon's or Gray's 
Elaſtic lays, 


( 39 ) 1 
Io make him ſweep '' - 


In ſanguine dye 


| Thorns, bri'rs defy, 35 
Rabbit o erlook Ati! © 
And wade the brook, 


The partridge gone 


And winter on 


Lo! pheaſant near 
Gives pleaſing fear 


In running walk 


And buffet-balk 
And thrilling note 


Of Ceſar's throat. 

But ſee him ſpring 

On whirring wing. 
Then falling bound 
To thunder's ſound. 
Or down we knock 
The ſober cock, 

Or quirking ſni 

Wielt f — 2 

I ſhou'd deſcribe 


The ſcaly tribe; 


What time to view 

Th' extended flue, 

The fanged pike. 

Or trout to ſtrike, 

And how 1 4 1 
Ys Cv F | , 


The mimic 


Tend at your will 

In evening ſtill 
Where tenches feed 
Beneath the wee. 


Fat gudgeons cheap 
A plate may heap, 


But 
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But monkey- roach Then down to dine 
May match with loach. On ſoft ſirloin 

Wou'd you by wile Or ham and fowl, 
Fox-carp: beguile, Of bread a ſnow], 


Entrap him fly | 

A tempeſt nigh, 

Art beat by art | 
Whilſt lightnings dart. 
Some pleaſure take 
To ſouſe the lake, 
Then riſing ſwim 
With branching limb. 
How the cool flood 
Ferments the blood ! 
Its buoying gripes 
Freſh-ſtring the pipes, 
The ſhaping ſtrains 
Renew the veins, 
Vigour impart 

To th' echo-heart, | 
And give the wealth 
Of golden health. 
Some pleaſant float 

In gilded boat, 
Whilſt Zephyr's gales 
Fan perfum'd fails; 

Or bowl the green 
Mow'd, rolFd, and clean. 
If winter's rains | 
Have drench'd the plains ; 
Slow reaching home 
W enjoy the dome, 

See the blaze curl — 
And blithe jack whirl, 
Then changing cloaths 
The body glows. 


Silent the while, 
Our plates high- pile, 
And drain the mug 


From weather Es Ya 


Slice pudding birt 
Of Gallic mirth, 


Nor bit refuſe 


For dog to chuſe. 


T was thus of old 


With ale conſold 
Our anceſtors _ 
Beguil'd their cares. 
Our ſpirits chear'd 
And table clear d, 
Our mouths we ope 


In funny trope, 
Or ſhort- liv d pun 
Like childrens gun, 
Dull ſtory balk 


With briſker talk 
With hum'rous wit 


Companions ſpit, 
And laugh goes round 


With ſhaking ſound, 
Wiſhing a laſs 


Jo rhyme with glaſs, 


Or ſport renew, 


Old Reynard view 


Or ſquatted puſs 
With fus, fus, fus, 


The double ditch 
2 near a pitch, 


5 
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At ſolo vole? 
Of ſtaple whiſt. 


The paper's cull'd 


_ n 


Our fancy teems: 
Not leſs the zeſt 


The gloſſy ſlide With freſh ſurprize 
And caſh ſupply'd, Hear covey riſe, 
Some rules 7 rf Or pheaſant ſee + 
Will have a look; In leafleſs tree, 


But, bets agreed, Or meet the hare 


Cards fly-with ſpeed, Wich purblind fear, 


Till, patience Hallooo the fox 
We eye theilaſt. - Oeer hills and rocks, 
With what grimace 
And ſteady pace 


Our pride of wit, 
Rally with joke 


And caution pulld ! His 1gn'rance. ſpoke, 

231t 2 vi | 
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We count our trumps 
And caſh in lumps 


' © 
. , 


Or aim at cit + ++, 


Or 


— 


—_— 


The piece's pounce, When counted ſiix 
Or fiſh's flounce. WMe cloſe the tricks, ö HV 
Or pheaſant found : Like Argos mar 
By teather'd ground, The deep- laid ſnare 
Or bathing ſtremm Anxious for fame 
Becomes our theme. As well as game 
Propoſal caught Ah! ſhun the cheat 
The cards are brought, Where ſharpers meet 
Baniſht the jeſt Table to thump 
For prattling teſt And round room jump 
Of roguiſh {kill Know not the price 
To bilk ſpadille, Ok rattling dice, 
Or ſolo play - Smoak d for a poſt 
Without diſmay. And fortune loſt 

Ho ſhallItell Thus flown the day 
The ſtoic ſpell, In joy away, 1 
The reck'ning nice _- + Supper in haſte, 
And Nabob-· price, Of punch a taſte 
The judg'd reſeve Kind Somnus ſteass 
And trembling nerve, And eyelids ſeals 
And ſtagg'ring ſoul But now with dreams 


- 


Or wrinkles' maat Nor how t enjoy 


With ducking float. 
But when alas 
We ſtrive to paſfss 
With haſty ſtride 
The mountains fide, 
Or dive the ſtream 
From Phebus' beam; 
The body fails 25 
The ſoul's aſſails, 


Her powers divine | 

I don't rehearſe $2 

In rambling verſe 

The various di 

Of ocean's fiſh: 

The double jole 

And valu'd lole, 

The flounder fam'd 

And ſkate twice nam'd, 

The turbot high - 
And mackrel dry, 

Dab to refuſe, 


And herring's uſe; - _ His paunch to ſplit; 

The ſtren Swing zeſt What rattling wheels 

Of ſhelly feat, And mingled peals 
Turtle t' enſure What fortunes made 
For epicure By various trade! 


And world unite 
In one delight. 
Nor time to chooſe 


When hope for luck 
With ſav'ry duck, 
And out to ſteal - 


* 
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A near decoy.— 
Now the ſharp Eaſt 
Prepares a feaſt. 
The ſilver Thames 
Bed ropt with gems 
The bonfire mocks 
Wilſt ſpitted o 
The croud beſpeaks 
| To Engliſh ſteaks, 
Forc'd to confine © © From thronged ſtreet 
In which we meet 
Men thick as leaves 
When froſt bereaves 
The woods of ſhade 
And ſtrews the glade. 
What center'd crops. 
And endleſs ſhops, 
What Babel-tongues 
And brazen lungs © 
In hoarſe cries play 
And glut the day 
For napkin'd cit 


But leaving care 

We paſs the bar, 

Through mongrel ſtrand 

For wildling gooſe, In pleaſure land, 

Where wink the 

Io tavern-fires 
| , That haſte the cheer 

For nicer teal; Habs tw. Of downy deer, tte 


ſpires 


Here mark the ſack. 
In ſpacious track _ 
That dares to vie 
With bluſhing dye, 
The chariot's bound 
On poliſht ground, 
The ſpangled hilt 
That threatens guilt, 
Nature's new mock 

In beavers cock, 

Or broider'd cloaths 
Of ikipping beaus, 
With mirth and glee 
And repartee; . 

The ſoft addreſs 

And gay carels, 

And the world's fate 
In careleſs gait, 

The bagg'd monſieur 
With ſhrugging ſneer, 
The empty. Don 
With cautious con 
Who thinks an ile 
Scarce worth a ſmile. 
What ſtructures riſe 
To ſtrike the eyes 
Each rolling year 

A new-built ſquare, _ 
England undone + 
And ruin on! 

Oh! Ye who nap 

In fortune's lap, 

In affluence roll 

For lux'ry ftroll.; 
Secure the pray'r 
And poor man's care! 
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Sport yet remains 
On wat'ry plains. 
Now fix the {kate 
- Ere 'tis too late 
uick courſe to wield 
On icy field. | 
Whilſt ſon of May 
You glide away, 
With outſtretcht arms 
Beware of harms, 
Your body bend 
To ſhun your friend, 
Whilſt to nice turns 
The {mooth ſteel burns. 
Thus kind or grim 
Light ſpirits ſæim 
Friends to bewail 
In earthly jail, 
Or guilt affright 
In rival white, 
Known wretches ſtar 
With horrid 
Or villains fell =X 
Sure doom'd to Hell, 
Who girls engage N 
In hag-bawd's cage 
Their parent's toil 
Ot fondlings ſpoil, 
Victims of pride 
And lies beſide 5 . 
Then yield them up 
To bitter cup 
And wanton boaſt. 
In flyblow toaſt, 
Or caſt them out 
1“ heatt-breaking thought 


' 


To ſtarve or rot 8 


By all forgot! 

Or Gaiser! 6-117" 5 

A nation's curſe! 
What num'rous hoſts 
Of flitting ghoſts 
Faint ſhapes aſſume 
In evening-gloom 

Or, darkneſs dread ! 
Attend his bed, 

With half form'd voice 
To fright hell's choice 
Of #4; ltr dire 


By will or hire 


To feed the flames 
Of treaſonꝭs claims; 
To watch their breath 
Suppreſt by death, 
As on the hinge 

Of juſt revenge 
To torments doom'd, 
Ere yet entomb'd. 
Such hearts of ſteel 
Condemn'd to feel 
Avenging woe 

And God their foe, 
Or ſore repent 
On mercy bent; 
My muſe proceeds 
To ruſtic deeds, 
To Ceres' bands 

On freehold lands, 
The reapers thick 
And hollow rick, 
The ladder-oat 
With double coat, 


— 
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Barley in mail 
For foaming ale, 
Luxurious pea 
In humble glee, 


The bee · ſipt bean : 0 _ 


Of ſtately mein 5 
Markt for drill-plough 


And ſtrong horle-hough; 


The daily treat Gb - = I 


Ot ocean-wheat 


When June diſplays 
With wind his rays ; 
The cautious uſe 


Of clovyer's juice, 


The ſaintfoin's head 
Like flower- bed, ; 

A ſafer food 

That mends the blood; 

Burnet decreed 

For early'ſt feed, 
Rich lucerne rare WEE = 
Beyond compare —.— | 
For ſudden {hoot 

And frequent cut, 

Early and late 

In growing ſtate. EO w 
The arrow-aſh 

And willow-plaſh, 

The cheſnut old | 5 
For Bacchus ſold, 

The fir ſublime 

From foreign clime, 
And pine ally'd 
By Neptune try'd, | 
Prun'd ſmooth and neat 
The eye to greet ; 
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The 17 hoes foil'd 
By 1v it'd, 
. wood 

In ſturdy mood. 

The clinging hop 

On may-pole prop; 
Unrivall'd ſteeds 

In matchleſs meads, 
Sleek, lowing kine 
And way ward ſwine, 
Sheep round with wool 
And rampant bull. 
No earthquake rocks 
With diſmal ſhocks 
Nor whirlwinds tear 
The blaſted year, 
No harveſts loſt 

By lengthen'd froſt 
Nor drencht the plains 
By lineal rains; 
Nor ſtreams of blood 
Nor dearth of food, 
Nor verdure fled 
And cattle dead. 

In days of yore 
(But now no more) 
The ſtout ox till'd 
The wholſom field. 
Why peaſant, ſcorn 
His prong horn, 
His ſteady pace 

And honeſt face ? 
No pamp'ing meat 
And conſtant treat 
Does he require, 
Nor minds the mire. 
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Give him a change 
The-flow'ry range; 
Or verdant row 

Ol lucerne mow, 
Or let him breathe. 
On clover's ſwathe, 
With flavour'd hay 
On winter's day, 


Or, laid ſome ſtraw, 


Large turnip draw, 

Or mimic round 

Of cabbage ſound: 
This with a ſtall 

His wiſht for all. 

So ſhall no fears 

And waking cares 
Your mghts moleſt 
And break your reſt ; 


The horſe decreed 


To rider's ſpeed 

To drive the blow 
And chaſe the foe. 
What though remoy'd 
By angels ſhov'd, | 
When death came in 
On Adam's lin, 

To climates known 


Io pleiads' frown ; 


Winds round us ſcowl 
And tempeſts howl ! 
The axe's ſtrokes 
Gainſt native oaks, 
Our foreſts bow 

The ſea to plow 
And fetch the ſpoils 
Of India's ſoils. : 
What 


What wond'rous pow'r 
To build the towr 
That nodding braves 
The tice en waves! 


See a whole wood 
Ruſh down the flood 


Whilſt roars proclaim 


Britannia's name ! 
The emp'ror known 
By various crown 
In wide command 
Holds northern land, 
The rugged bear 
To Rutha's dear, 
Bold Pruſha's rage 
Fills warrior's page 
And iſle-girt Dane 
Knows ſtormy gain. 
At home we view 
Dew fed Peru, 

The melon rear 
And cucumber: 

Our ſtoves confine 
The turtle-pine 

And grape admires 


Supp 
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+ Nor does our chill 


Deny us fill 
Of grateful roots 


And pleaſant fruits: 
Nor filbert ſweet  - 


To all. a treat, 

The walnut ſought 
Through triple coat, 
And damſon cheap 


That's fold by heap. 3 


Who does not love 
His ſkill to prove 
And gooſb'ries pick 
Mongſt prickles thick, 
With currant's pow'r 
Both ſweet and ſour, 
Thirſt to aſſuage 
In fever's rage? 
The ſtrawb'rry fam'd 
With raſpb'rry nam'd, 
The 6 pak plum 
'd by gum, 
The cherry's blood 


N Delicious food, 


The apricock 


Our tropic fires. Ihat bears the ſhock 


— 


Of 


% 


* I do not remember to have heard noticed what muſt occur to conſideration 3 


namely that rhymes not correſponding with the pronunciation of London and 
the counties adjacent, may, and do often agree with that of others diſtant from it ; 
I believe the latter are frequently right, as in theſe inſtances {oughs and coat 
ſufficiently agree in the ſpelling. Nor A I conceive why /oug/t, thought and 
groat ſhould be pronounced /aught, thaught, and graut; rather than grow, 
throw, and moat, graw, thraw, and maut. | Thoſe who would always have 
rhymes tally both in the ſpelling and pronunciation, deſire that which is impoſ- 
ſible without excluding ſome words intirely. | 


— 


* 
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I The ſnow- drop pure 
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And crocus ſure, 


Of March-aſfail 
In pelting hail, 
And laſting pear 


That ends the year. 


Who wont be me 


With ſparkling perry ; 


And bamtſh jars 


And preying cares, 


When cyder ſings 


And manſion rings? 


The ſeedy fi 


Contends with pig: | . 


See markt in two 
The peach we wooe 
In purple down 


The garden's crown © 


And tancy'd teſt 
Of Chloe's breaſt, 
And nectar drink 
Celeſtial hnk. 


The plants we boaſt 600 


Of ev'ry coaſt 
Pomona grace 
With Iris face. 
The laurel ſeen 
In vivid green 
With deeper bay 
Rewards the lay: 


Mezereon near © 
Eurus to dare 
And lead the year; 

The tulip-tree f 


From danger free 


Of pinching cold, 


Leaves ſhapid in mould "= 
The guelder-roſe | 


In bridal cloaths 
With lilly bright, 


In angel white, 
Laburnum's 'ſhow'r - 
With pendent flow'r,” 
The lilack gay — 
Pride een of May 


With rocket fair 
A rival pair, 


Horſe-cheſnut's ſhow 

Like ſplendid beau. 
Tree-hollihoc k | 
And tragrant ſtock; | 
With ſun-flow'rs broad. 
That catch the road, 


Lac'd tulips bloom 


That ſhames the loom, 
Flora's 


It has been ſaid chat metaphors fhould not be borrowed from art to nature; 
into which I can by no means implicidy give. As it would much cramp this 


figure, which often illuſtrates · natural 


jetts by alluding to artificial, with which 
people are better acquainted. Beſides art is frequently nature improved; as in 


this inſtance, lace is the manufactured product of a natural mine. Thus a com- 


pariſon may be adyamtageouily drawn from a well contrived wilderneſs to a beau- 


* 
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Flora's firſt toaſt 

- Worth any colt, _ 
The youths of old 
By poets told, 5 
Lily's increaſe 
In vale of peace: 
Polyanthus blue, 
Mixt crimſon hue; 
Nature's ſelf prints 
 Auric'la's tints; 
The fig of Eaſt 
Oft balks a feaſt ; 
And viper-plant 
The hand doth daunt. 
+ Wondrous the kind 
Endow'd with mind ! 
Thus bee and walp, 
Or hornet, haſp, 
Of claſs above, 
Gradation prove. 
How dear the flow'r 
In evening bow'r 
With ſhrub delight 
Of curious fight, 
Mixt willow ſhade 
Like lovelorn maid ! 
Thrice bleſt repoſe 
By ſov'reign roſe 
Beauteous and ſweet 
A double treat 
In ſmoothed folds 
That magic holds, 
Like virgin-breath 
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" B She 1 
Whoſe damaſk cheek 


Does Heav'n beſpeak !_ 
Where balſam bred 


1 
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In glazed bed, 

Carnation's burſt 
In border nurſt, 
Geranium, lent - 
Its frugal ſcent, 


The orange fraught - 
With luſcious draught, 


And myrtle found 
On Cyprian ground, 
Or humble pink 
Loaden with drink, 
With Marjram ty'd 
For antient bride, 
The primroſe-hill 

By vi'let-rill, 

Sav ry and thyme. 
From Roman chme, 
Tall roſemary | 


That none outvie 


Odour to fling - 
On Zephyr's wing, 
With lavender 
That cloys the air; 
Whiſper in wind, 
In concert join d! 
Such fragrant gales 


Waft Tagus ſails. 


Our parks beſtow 
The ſpotted roe ; 


Where waters creep 


That ſoothes in death, That lull to ſleep, | | | 
a Then = 


= 


* Narciſſus and Hyacinthus, + The ſenbtive plant, 
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Then tumbling urge Nor fond woodbine 
A foamy ſurge - With climbing twine, 
And ſemblance form Pride of the hedge . - 
Of riſing ſtorm! And ſhepherd's pledge 
Whiſt Echo's talk '  \, To faithful laſs 
And winding walk, As by they paſs, 
And vivid ſeat Whilſt thorned bri'r 
In cloſe retreat, 0 Does ſweets expire; 
And the clear lake Nor od'rous milk 
_ Elyſium make. Like birth-night ſilk, 
Then is the hour Nor twilight del! 
For mental pow'r, And Philomel. 
For ſoul t' exhale - If Britons true, 
And turn the ſcale, We need not rue; 
The ear to ſuit Our triple ſtate 
* angelic flute, Without its mate, 
To take a flight _ Our triple law © 
Bove human fight Without a BO 
And reach the clue Not grinding 248 
Of heav'nly view! Could ſhake t EW | 
Nor overlook | Did we unite 
The chry ſtal brook _  *Gainſt fortune's-ſpite 
That twinkles on In virtue's zeal © 
To Britiſh ſun, For public weal. | 
Nor meek-ey'd dams In charity i e 
With ſmiling lambs, With heav'n agree, 
Nor earl — I hree- one, one-three. 14 
Nor N buſh _ N Ie 


CRICKET 


S „ 


Being a game peculiar to Kent, and a few other counties, 


1 fubjoin a ſhort deſcription of ut, by way of 


rather detachment. 


Deſcribe, my quill, 
In Cricket ſkill. 
Twin'd bat recite 

Both ſtrong and light, 
The ſwift ball's bound 
On ſhaven ground, 
The pile and croſs 

Or copper's toſs, 

The ſtraight ſtumps plac'd 
And body grac'd. 
Known for their ward 
And wicket's guard 
Two cholen in, 

The ſport begin. 
Mark the command 
Of bowler's hand, 
With what nice ſtrength 
He keeps the length, 
TH attentive eye 

Of watchers ſly 

That quick turn ſteer 
The ball come near, 
The dext'rous throw, 
Sharp, long and low, 
And how they back 

Its courſe to check. 


* 


Or ſee it ſtruck 
With lizard's look 
And by and gone 
And trulling on, 
Midſt buſy ſcore 
And ſhouting roar ; 
Or the diſpatch 

Of tingling catch, 
Honour decreed 
To th' active deed, - 
Whilſt fingers ſhow 


The lucky blow. 


Hark the bail's ring 
To bowl or fling ; 
See the ball riſe 
To reach the ſkies. 
What judgment's join'd 
With ready mind 

To gage the ſpot 

To whole fixt lot 

TH attempt is due 

That fame accrue; 


Or feet confine 
And chance reſign 


Whilſt friends pray mute 
That it may ſuit, 


efiſcode, or 


Till, 


@ Y . >» 


Till. toſt in air) 
They're out of fear. 
Alas! What 
Beyond relie 

And noiſy peals 

He wretched feels, 
Whoſe hands let fall 
The plumping ball! 
Sometimes two run, 
Whilſt beams the ſun, 
And thwarting knock 
With ſtunning ſhock. 
Thus, to impreſs _ 
Great things by leſs, 
The ſtreaming bomb 
Denounces doom. _ 
Now Vitt'ry bright 
Skims out of fight 
Hov ring above 

The play to prove, 
The bets increaſt 
Or cows releaſt, 

Till the ſcale's turn'd 


By miſt catch mournd, 


( 42 ) 


By fortune marr'd 
Leſs blind than hard, 
Or clamour-drivn 
Runs out th eleven. 
But if youth bleſt 
Of heart poſleſt 
Maugre diſmay. 
Retrieve the day, 
Fluſht bowler mock 
With hit and block 
Yielded his place 
And duſty ſpace: 
Then the ball flies 
In mingled cries 
Scuds o'er the plain 


And mounts amain 
And glad applauſe 


In thunder draws. 
Rous'd by his fire 

The reſt reſpire, 
Whilſt vict'ry's plumes 
Diſpenſe perfumes 

To litt ring bays 
and Veſper's rays. 
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F T Tempeſt (the name I have aſſigned to the follow- 
ing fragment, for ſo it may be termed, as new ſtruc- 
tures are denominated ruins) was written on obſerving 
he elaſtic energy of Gray's Fragment, and is compoſed 
f the ſame number of lines, thirty-ſix, and in the ſame 


| metre, that of ſeven ſyllables, which is the moſt vigorous 


we have, of the excellency of which: there cannot be 
given a better example than ſome lines in the Roſamond of 
Addiſon, a poet whole dignity of ſimplicity is decried by 


far inferior writers who may be defied to produce any 


thing equal to his ſpecimens of the Pſalms in the Spec- 


tator, but mankind are born neither to act nor think 


for themſelves: The firſt line of thoſe I was ſpeaking of 


RS 
* Riſe, Glory, riſe in all thy charm 


which unluckily he weakened and alſo deranged by the 


firlt Riſe. Had he begun, Glory, riſe—the line would 


10 have 


rr 


— —— 12 
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( . 

been finer as well as of equal quantity with the reſts, A 
good verſe of ſeven ſyllables, in which metre: the laſt 
couplet in Gray's Deſcent of Odin is excellent, contains the 
ſubſtance of one of eight: : having no room for ſuppletory 
particles or ſyllables, it is firmly compatted, and its em- 
phaſis being always at the beginning, it invades the ear 
and mind at once; Gray likewiſe impaired his fragment. 
with theſe lines containing eight ſyllables each, 


« The dragon- ſon of Mona ſtands” — 


In glitt'ring arms and glory dreft''— 
« Deſpair and honourable death! 


but he ſhould have conſidered that little pieces eſpecially, 
whether intended for muſic or not, ſhould be either regular 
or irregular, either one thing or the other. But he has alſo 
admitted eight ſyllables, or as it may be faid * and a 
half, into each line of this couplet, 

« This the force of Eirin hiding, 

Side by ſide as prondly riding. 

*« Echoing (to the battle's roar, } 
may perhaps be well contracted to two ſyllables. Dr: 
Beattie has alſo injured his Hermit db a neglect of the 

fame 


* I think that thoſe who do not recollett mis 0 will be pleaſed to 
ſee it tranſcribed, though the piece and others are ſhamefully excluded one col- 


lection of Engliſh Poetry, on which account, among others, Bell's elegant univer- 


ſal edition of the Poets claims the „ of the public. The lines 
alluded to are theſe: 


6 Riſe, Glory, riſe in all thy charms, 
Waring creſt and burniſh'd arms; 
Spread thy gilded banners round, 
Make thy thund'ring courſer bound 
Let the drum, and trumpet join, | 
Warm my ſoul with rage divine ; 
All thy pomp around the call ; 
To conquer love will aſk then all.” 


% 


+ CW 9 
ſame kind. Twelve ſyllables by eleven appear to have 
been his intended-arrangement ; 'but through his devia- 
tions the piece is rather a beautiful medley. but is certain- 
ly ſuperior to watergruel, an epithet aſſigned to his poetry 
by Hume, to the offence taken at which it is ſaid that the 
world owes the excellent Efay on Truth. Amidit the pre- 
ſent chaos of poetry, unleſs a piece glitters in the heap 
it will be hardly picked up; yet each writer doubtleſs 
hopes for diſtinction, and ſhould therefore aim at perfecti- 
on; but for a perſon juſtly to appreciate himſelf, Hic labor, 
hoc opus. As to perfection: where there is amendment, 
there is always room for hope; and with reſpect to the 
| honour of the bay found to thrive even in this chilly 
climate, juſtice declares that through themeans of our two 
laſt Poets Laureat, the tree'is ſhaped into a climax, but 
whether an apex be ſtill wanting, is not for me but the 
univerſal critic in poetry, Anna Seward to determine; 
nor whether that lady, Maria Helena Williams, or Hannah 
More (Authoreſs, every one knows, ejects Miſi) bears the 
palm; nor which of the male triumvirate, Maſon, Hay- 
ley, or Warton, jun. is really the greateſt bard, however 
the lyres of the two former ſeem ſomewhat out of tune, 
and though the latter, whilſt Mr. Potter and an elder brother 
have aſcended pulpits of their own, has climbed the 
brow of Parnaſſus; whither I return, —That Colley Cibber 
was a jackanapes, all muſt confeſs; that Whilly White- 
head's poetry had ſome reſemblance to watergruel, though 
ſuperior to that of his predeceſſor, moſt are of opinion; 
and that Thomas Warton, with more of rugged ſtrut 
than dance of numbers though his muſe wets her 

' whiſtle with ſack, and of more harſhneſs than fire, is 
INES 44: ſupreme 
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ee of the trio; is, 1 believe, TROY YI by all: 
and if the wardrobe of his muſe partakes more of buck- 
ram than of filk, and ſome of his odes have an uncouth- 
neſs and his rhymes are too diſtant, they are not broken 
with full points and parentheſes, and ſurcharged with 
metaphor, like Gray's. Notwithſtanding the merit of 
Collins and Gray; it is in ſome of the happier lines of 
Cowley, the father of Engliſh diverſified verſe, and in the 
ſingle ode of Dryden; that, eaſy natural vigour, flowery 
genius, and mellifluous rivers of melody, though the 
butt of Canary of the latter had been long dry, are com- 
bined. Critics being wont at times to expoſe themſelves; 
as I have ventured to paſs a panegyric on Cowley, fo for 
freedom and frequent felicity, I would name Watts as 
without a ſuperior even in Akenſide, in the ſplendour 
of the verſification of the latter of whom the imagination is 
loft as well as pleaſed. True fire kindles without blowing. 

Having made more parade in introducing the following 
trifle than the reader will probably NR” it worth, with- 
out farther preface Ecce Mus. 


THE. 


H' horizon black foretells afar, 
Blent with white, a mingled war. 
See the clouds with haſty ſpeed, 
Like the battle-winged * ſteed, 
Sulph 


*I think that battled-winged does not weaken this line, and that though it 
may ſomewhat abate the vigour of our verſe, the liquidation imparts a ſimplicity 
ad ameliorates the bluntneſs of our language. It is true, our modern verſiſyers 
ſeem in general] to confider ed and the auxiliary do as inadmiſſible, yet Shakef. 

eare and Milton contrived to give ed a place in ſome of their very nobleſt lines, 
as lazy paced clouds in Shakeſpeare, puſh d by the horned flood in Milton, who, 


it is remarkable, uſes both modes in the ſame line, 
And Virtues, winged ſpirits, and chariots wing'd ; 


and even do may be admiſſible when no emphaſis falls on it, as Cowley has 
thrown it into 


All hand in hand do decently advance, 


_ _ * 
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Sulphur's blue and nitre join'd. 
Overrule the angry wind, : 


That back-driv'n prepares to riſe, 
Howls and ſhrowds the thwarted ſkies. 


Smoke the woods with roaring ſound, 
Horned torrents delve the ground. 
See, the gleamy forked light 
Rend the rocks and nature fright ; 
Thunder claps quick rake their way, 
Claſhing volleys blaſting day ; 
Rattling hail deſcends above, 
Whirl'd in air the verdant grove. 
How the lightning's nimble run 
Mocks the pale envelop'd ſun ! 
Yawning earth at centre quakes, 
Mountains rock and boil the lakes; 
Tumbling tow'rs with hideous cruſh 
Off their trunk'd foundations ruſh, 
Scatter'd hills and houſes toſs'd, 
Towns diſmantled, cities loſt. 
Ocean heav'd with wild uproar 
Mounts aloft and whelms the ſhore, ; 
Flaming ſhips with fervid hiſs 
Plunge beneath the dread abyſs, 
Or whirl'd ſudden to the cloud 
Upward meet the darkling ſhrowd. 
Shrinks diſtreſs in plaintive ſcreams 
Mid' the fierce ſurrounding flames, 
Death that in full terrors deal, 
As the pow'rs of nature reel. 
Ruin'd peaſants eye around 
Harveſts {wept and country drown'd. 


A CALENDAR. 


e 


* 


Will the rolling year deſcribe 


I 


See frowning January appear 

Mark'd by ; cin — ſteer: 
Then February's faint eſſax 

Of Spring, foretells the lengthen'd day : 
Bleak March's keener winds ſucceed, 
Rough as the newly mounted ſteed : 
April a flatt'ring face does wear, 
Reſembling a coquettiſh fair: 

Een May is often prov'd a bite, 
Warms in the day, but cheats at night: 
Bright June in gayeſt liv'ry dreſs'd, 

Of the year's glory is the * : 


And paint of months the checker'd tribe. 


Reyels 
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Revels July in Phebus' ſmiles, 

Whoſe evening human care beguiles : 
Brown Auguſt fober pleaſure brings, 
Maturing heat upon his wings: | 
The clutter grape and diaſting peach 
The cluſter” and bluſhing peach : 
October's a0 iel * 
The ſportſman pleaſure in the fields: 
November's ſoaking ſhow'rs require 


The changed coat and blazing fire: 


And dark December in the end, 
Commends a book and cheerful friend. 


* 


WE. blooms the Spring, and ſofter air 
Drives from the breaſt beſieging care; 
When the warm ſun ſwift-whirls the blood 
And ends the dearth of coal and wood ; 
When riv lets thro' the meadows dance, 

And lambkins, as they gurgle, prance: 

Then ſweet it is to hear the dove 
Complaining in the budding grove. 


When glorious Summer mounts the ſkies, 
And bids the year luxuriant rife; | 
When hay embrown'd beſpreads the fields 
And fragrance thro' the valleys yields ; 
When the true ſwain, by happy ſtealth, 

At the blithe damſel clad in health | Pn 
| _ tea : 


— 


„„ EF: *.:- 
| Steals a ſoft glance where Zephyrs ſtray 
TY And on her ſwelling boſom play 
f When paſſengers admire the ſcene, 
Then read a paragraph between; 
And with his counter in a pet 
The tradeſman ſeeks a farm to let: 
Then thro the village and the green, 
Pleaſure and rural mirth are ſeen. 


When early Autumn's golden grain 
; Stretches in rank and file amain, 

The farmer cries—* Come, earn your beef— 
Then tiffs his pipe, or weighs a ſheaf, 
Follows the waggon to the rick, 
Or about Suſan jokes with Dick; 
Then calculates with heartfelt glee— 
* A ſhock for parſon, load for me, 
For horſes oats, for landlord rent, 

And for my boy a three per cent. . 

And for the poſtman, in his round, 

At jolly Chriſtmas, half- a- crown. 


bs For kindly he, when Boreas blows, 
And ocean roars, and drive the ſnows, 
To entertain us keep his hours, 
Tho' the winds rage and torrent pours. 
When we are huſh'd, and warm in bed, 
Whiſtles the tempeſt round his head; 
i He drench'd in rain, and blind with fleet, 
* | | With tingling hands, and freezing feet, 
For us the Winter's ſtorm beguiles, 
And turns his angry face to Imiles.“ 
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ON 


ON RICHARD SAVAGE*, 


— 


# 


Ss. ſing, my muſe, a muſe's wretched ſon, 
The butt of fate, and damn'd ere life begun. 
Perverted nature firſt commenc'd the ſtrife, 
And commons, lords and king, reward a ſhameful wife. 
The thwarted embryo blaſted in the womb, 
Already dead in law unites the tomb. 
From thence an endleſs chain of contraſts ſprung, 
Honey and poiſon mix'd bedew his tongue. 
His ragged dignity proclaims his birth ; 
Woe join'd with blib, and dignity with mirth. 
A reſtleſs ſhuttlecock beat to and fro, 
Stern Fortune's victim he comtemns her blow. 
(Starving whillt free) kind creditors aſſail, 
is body feize and bleſs him with a jail. 
O . Kind 


See Johnſon's life of this writer, in the Liſt of Engliſh Poets. 
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| Kind to his bitter foe ; a wretch ingrate ; 
His patron yields him to the jaws of fate. 
His genius brilliant, and his OLI IC A 


The fruits of ſtudy ſquander'd in a day. 
Too proud to ſtoop, altho' too poor to think. 
Of manners courteous and of rough addreſs; 
The low deſpiſe him and the high careſs. 
His prime delight to ſhare a jovial meal, 
Then bilk his friends and from the world to ſteal. 
Snatching at joy, intent on deathleſs fame, 
Folly and ſenſe put in an equal claim. 
Right in opinion, but in practice wrong, 

De void of reaſon, yet in logic ſtrong. 

A ſage philoſopher and trifler vain, 


Poet and orator without pen or ink, 


Now eating fragments, and now woodcocks' brain. 


Now rais'd aloft conſpicuous to view; | 
Then ſunk in cellars with Nan, Moll, and Sue. 
A nice obſerver, to his errors blind ; 


* 


Who lodg'd with beggars, and at taverns din'd, 


With books and men acquainted to no end; 
Friendſhip with all, and yet without a friend. 
The day to night he turn'd, the night to day, 
(His head reclin'd in duſt and deck d with bay). 
Now drunk with Burgundy and now with beer— 


Half. hang d, halt-ſtarv'd, halt-baſtard, and half- peer. | 


— 


Ly. Aa OKNTLEMA KN, 
WITHOUT A PARTNER 
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As yon bright ſtars that Heaven array, 
On ſpheres harmonious life beſtow, 

To them their glorious orbs diſplay, 

But twinkle cold to us below. 


So in the ee Bimdu hi dance, 
The fair to happier youths decree 
Joys that the cup of bliſs enhanſe, 
Each a warm ſun, but not to me. 
ELEGY 


— 


- * 1 =y - as 
Po 
. 
* 
- * 
* 
= 
4. — 
= 
' g * 
6 | bn 
— e - 
- 1 4 
- 4 * - 
1 lf . 
: 1 
. 
* 4 
_ = = Je * 
? * * 
3 ä 
o - 
* * * * + 
- : » - Av, > 
— 
» 
* 
- 
— 
* A 
* 
—— 4 
WT 
Ll 
- 
* 
7 


- 
- 
* 
* 
oy 
» 
. 
* 


a 


SIR PIERCY BRETT, 


Mo both died in October, within a few Days. 
WRITTEN DURING THE AMERICAN WAR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


4 


8 it has happened that the French King; follow- 
ing the conduct of the Empreſs of Ruſſia towards 
Sweeden, and of the King of Pruflia towards Poland, 
with other examples; acted, like Janus, in a double ca- 
pacity ; and whilſt his ſtatue ſmiled in America, but 
frowned at home, has by his maneuvres on the wheel of 
Fortune been hurried to the bottom, and made the artificer 
of his own diſgrace, as may be ſurmiſed: the two 
following ill: timed pieces may require an apology. If 
fo, the author, who, however diſintereſted philoſophy, 
expanded ſentiment, and enlightened views may condemn 
Britain for her conduct, once deemed her claim on 
America juſt according to the practice of all mother- 
countries in the word, now thinks it no great diſhonour 
to retract an opinion, Howbeit he cannot but con- 
ſider the exemption from taxation for a limited time, 

a | P 2 8 an 
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| 5 ak 62 * | 
at implication of the right of taxing when that time ſhould 
be expired : yet, having ſeerr the iſſue of the conteſt, and 
knowing that it is the wiſeſt way to reſolve as well as 
propheſy when chings are paſt; he is willing. to grant 
that Summum Jus is Summa Injuria, and ſincerely wiſhes 
that the North Americans may aboliſh every ſpecies of 
llavery and tyramny. Reſpecting the event, perhaps 
it is the beſt in itſelf that could have fallen out, as 
| doubtleſs the colonies, there ſeeming to be national 
ebbs and flows of age, muſt ſoon or late have been eman- 
cipated; and it being clear that there was no practicable 
medium, for that the crown of Britain alone could have ne- 

ver held together diſtant and immenſe territories ; when, 
ſuch 1s the monſter of two inedependent legiſlatures, that 
Ireland, though but a twelvemonthling runt in compariſon 
with the John Bull of Britain, was in great haſte to exert 
an intire independence with her budding horns in ſuch a 
manner that it is impoſſible, to gueſs what would have 
been the conſequence; as it is impoſſible to ſay whether 
France, probably involved in her preſent troubles by the 
freedom of America, will in her combuſtion be conſumed 
paſt recovery, or whether ſhe will ſpring from her neſt, 

a Phoenix in renovated youth and beauty. Be that as it 
may: ſuch is the condition of all ſublunary things, and ſo 
wiſe a man was Democritus, that the haſty aſcendence of 
French, and downfall of Engliſh patriotiſm, have already 
ſo deranged the two following paems, that, but for their 
ſuſceptibility of general e * would have be- | 


come obſolete. * 
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ES Hawke is gone! Britannia ſheds the tear; 
A mournful gloom the waining year furrounds ; 
The ſympathetic ſeaſon tends his bier, 
Cloath'd with the duſky night and widow'd grounds. 


| II. 
The ſame dread day united in the tomb 
Brave Brett in years and manly glory join d; 
Twin birth of Time that ſtruggled in her womb, 
Death had in ſtore ſhafts keener than the wind. 


III. 


They liv'd not to behold fam'd Britons ſlaves ; 


Yet ſtems the tide Britannia's native oak ; 
Ah! yet from defpotiſm foes that faves 
Still tyrants ſhrink from their redoubled ſtroke. 
— - IV. They're 


* 


at 


What. boots it that in VENgEANCE P 
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They're gone: but ah! how muſt our factions fell + 
Alfflict their age on waves of anguiſh toſs'd;-— 


By cruel doom freſh-grinning blaſted Hell, 
Their trophies foil'd and country's glory loſt ! 


ed the ball, POR 
nor rock cou'd fave ? 


That-from their Jightnings ſhoa 


The ſubject ſea but hurried on a fall, 


Their grey hairs brought with ſorrow to the grave. > 
VI. 9 | 


Their deathleſs triumphs in ſad order ruſh— 


Alas! what victorious catch'd the gale !” 
Each billow bids of tears the ſcalding guſh, 
A figh forlorn for ev'ry bowing fall ! 


VII. 


In vain each hero fac'd rough Boreas' roar, 


In vain the piercing midnight air defy'd, 
In vain the hidden ſand and ſhelvy ſhore, _ 
In vain on Hawke's joint {kill and fire rely'd. 


VIII. 
What did avail that Bourbon's ſkulking crew, 
With pallid tremor ſhunn'd thy coming fight, 
Or ſpreading kindled wings loud battle tlew, 
And gulph oerlooking — them into night ? 


n 
America; for this did Britain round | 
Gird with her foſt' ring arms the cultur'd plains? 


Alas ! had Fate at once thy freedom crown'd, 


Where devaſtation pow and fury reigns ! 


x. O blind 
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O blind to ill! 3 long ere you, 
From war and famine to fix d ſlav'ry hurl'd, 


Shall feel the woe of Mexico, Peru, 


Shall know the mis'ry of your Southern world. 


XI. 
Ere long may be the A wolf confeſs'd, 
Soon may the cloak fall o 

The taunting friend diſcloſe the ſecret veſt, 


And peeping fiends deride the wiltul ſlave. 
XII. : 


e een here Bourbonian tyrant clad 
anguine robe, ſhall baniſh long diſgrace ; 
Then, Britons, ſhall ye mourn in filence ſad, 


In 
Afraid to meet a frowning viceroy 's face :— 


| . 
In bitterneſs abuſed freedom weep, 


— 


the ſimp'ring knave, 


The tongue-ty'd wrangler with wild horror fly; 


With . look to holes and caverns creep, 
With g 


XIV. 
Then ſhall loſt happineſs torment the ſoul, 


Pangs of remorle invade the way ward mind, 


Remembrance rack like the envenom'd bowl, 


When each dead bliſs has left a ſting behind, 


XV. 


Was there a wiſh for a terreſtrial, joy,. 


To prey upon the anxious, longing thought, 
Was there a dainty lack'd the taſte to cloy, 


— 


- 


eamy light your ruin d offspring ſpy. 


Was there a board with Aſia's zeſt unfraught ? 


XVI. 


Free 
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XVI. 

Free as the gale, ye knew not harſh controul, | 
Wbirl'd too and fro, with choice to ſtay or roam; > 
No prieſtly jargon clogg'd the foaring ſoul, 

Nor regal mandate ty'd you to your home. 


| XVII. 
Propitious fortune feels the thankleſs ſpurn; 
Proſperity deſpis'd and kind delight 
Give parting rays more never to return, 
Perhaps eſſay their everlaſting flight. 


| XVIII. 

Midſt hoſtile tents or civil war's array, 

Muſt Phebus riſe to fcatter diſmal beams, 

Muſt trampling I haſte deſtruction's ſway, 
And plains be fed with fatt'ring, vital ftreams? 


7 XIX. - 
Muſt fields in waſtes and towns in aſhes laid, 
That Britain once knew happineſs declare; 
Muſt foreign armies to ſubdue us paid, 
With ſhouting clamour fill the tainted air ? 


XX. 
Hag Superſtition, if Britannia fink, 
Returns to overcalt the breaking day, 
She eyes us poiſing on perdition's brink, $44.4 
With darkneſs to extend united ſway. 


. 
Let none with want of candour brand the name 
Of him who points to hiſt'ry's ſacred page, 
Nor tax his words with univerſal blame, 
Who tells of ſoon, too ſoon forgotten rage. 


XXII. Ah! 
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Ah! let not old rebellion's frantic hoſt, | 
Olf fanatics whet freſh the ruſty ſword, 
With clotted poniard independence boaſt, 
Of embers blow t' hereditary hoard. 


4" bd _ — 
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55 XXIII. | 
Pure ſaints that whilom flung the ſquinting maſk, | 
With Rome's diſpenſing ſweets their conſcience eas'd, - 
In James's ſunſhine dimpling fond to baſk, 
Who them with like hypocriſy appeas d. 
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XXIV. 
Infernal bulls at hand in heav'nly form, 
'Twas England's church that dard the threaten'd blow, 
'Twas England's church that turn'd the ſpotted ſtorm, | 
New tides of martyr-blood prepar'd to flow. HE ee 


| XXV. 

Loll'd in the lap of peace, o erwhelm'd with bliſs, 
And drunken on the pinnacle of fame, 

Quick was forgot pale Smithfield's broiling hiſs, 5 
The reda'nide fake and agonizing flame. 


1 

Whilſt yet a muſe in Britain's iſle remains, 

Let Hawke in glowing verſe our breaſts elate, 
Ere, language ſet to ſounds of clanking chains, #1 
We glut the maw of grim devouring Fate. f Fi 


REA XXVII. ; | =. 
In vain did Conflans ſham'd in mad deſpair, | we. - 

With empty rage the faithful anchor heave, - *B 
In vain the ſtorm and bounding billow dare, | 1 
And to the claſh of arms the angry ocean cleave. 


R XXVIII. Nor 


; EE EEE IL 
1 XXVINI. _ 1 
Nor wave nor fempeſt Hawke's purſuit cou d check, 
Nor rolling mountain in the whirlwind bore: . 


Ship daſh'd on ſhip, and ſhatter'd wreck on wreck, | 
dal 1 th impetuous hurricane he ſwept them to 
ore. | 


_- 


| | HER 
MISFORTUNE . TRIUMPHANT. 


OES any burning with poetic rage, 
4 To glory dedicate the plaſtic page, 
Declining arms and empire to redeem, 
Seiz'd in degen'rate days a worthy theme ; 
Into ſunk Britain prowels freſh inſpire, 
With Ruſſia's firmneſs brace his verſe, and light with 

Pruſſia's fire? | 

Let him a band ſuccinct of warriors ſing 
Mid” treaſons true to country and to king; 
That the rough brunt of angrieſt fate withſtood, 
Stern winter, fiercer foes, ſteep, ſwamp, and flood, 
Still hydras upon hydras did defeat, | 
Still victory on victory repeat ; 


— 


As 


; „ CER” 
: As a firm bark the ſullen ſea divides, . 


That ruſhing ſwift behind rejoins its foaming tides— 


Sung be the man with Hannibal who vies, 


* * | 


- 
” 
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Or Marlbro as with mingled war, to Hocſtet's plain he 


flies; 
Effort of Britain' s ruling ſtar, to ſhow 


That courage join 'd with ſoundeſt Kill may glow. | 


With N oe Wolfe, ſhall he be fam'd, 

With Andree ſacred and with Pearſon nam'd, 

With Sidney noble, gen'rous Granby told, 

With Amherſt cautious and with Harcourt bold, 
With luckleſs Blakeney, Donnop be enſhrin'd, 
With faithful Carleton and with Elliot twin'd, 

Elliot who block'd the ocean with the dead, 


— 


From whole terrific arm the bomb,- in hideous tempeſt 


ſped. 
"Twas 15 who like each private ſoldier far'd, 
Who like cach private ſoldier dangers dar'd: 
Alas! what pangs muſt rend his groanin ſoul, 
Worſe than the 55 of th' empoiſon bowl 
(In vain united, dauntleſs, friends in vain, 
And veterans become in one campaigne, 


Vain Rawdon's purpled plume, and arleton's de 


vain! 
To ſee his dear, his conqu'ring 8 fall, 
And one 0 erwhelming ruin conquer all. 
Dar'd Albion any wretch in him betray, - 
The long night paſt, as dawn'd the roſy day? 
Did bloated envy writhe at Hell's command, 
To ſnatch the ſprouting verdure from his band ? 
Faction to glut did ſouthern bullion ride 
The blacken'd wave our counſels to divide ? 
The hoarle Atlantic with indignant roar, 
Remurmur'd from his lengthen'd ſhore to ſhore 
The fate that forc'd blels'd freedom to rebell, 
Blaſting the fields of peace, turn'd Heav'n to Hell, 
Whilſt hapleſs brethren Kiſs the iron rod 
(Their necks by brutes veg) ſore· try d by God. 


Thou 


1 ( 69.) 

Thou livd'ſt not, Williamſon, to feel the ſmart ; 
Death erſt in mercy aim'd the warning dart; 

Ere did gigantic ſlavery appear; | ' 

Thou didit not the bray'd ſhouts in conſort hear, 
And engines thund'ring pop'ry in thy ear. 


Yet ſhall he be in dire misfortune bleſs'd, 
Dear to his country, by his king careſs'd; 
Each Briton's boalt, too ignorant to thrive 
And canker'd wealth from ruin to derive : 
Yet [hall his budded laurels {mile around, 
Shall dwell on ev'ry tongue the grateful ſound 
Of his dear name, whoſe tearful thought cou'd ſave 
The world's huge prop from ocean's briny grave“. 
The gallant troop [wilt ſcale each beamy ſide 
And jocund oer the bounding billow ride : 
Rang'd deaths reſound within the ſpacious womb, 
As in their country's courſe they brave the tomb: 
On gayer colours never danc'd the ſun, 
Nor truer hearts a race of glory run, 
Th' impatient winds the gilded navy ſweep 
In tuneful ſounds and whirl them o'er the deep. 
They hear old ocean murmur glad reply _ 
And own the Britiſh load propitious as they fly: 
All watch the quick ning eye of pointing fame, 
And danger cougt and foremoit honour claim. 
My boſom throbs and labours with delight, 
My daring muſe eſſays the wondrous fight, 
To raiſe a rival ſtrain and tow'r th' etherial height. 
The Gaul elate that look'd the conqueſt near, 
For his huge-waving flag now learns to fear ; 
His caſtles feel the loud redoubled cruſh, 
As, tube to tube, the dauntleſs warriors ruſh, 
Ah! had a foe in equal war's alarms, | 
His proweſs dar'd and met his early arms! | 

| S. 2 But 
* After his lordſhip's neceſſary ſurrender, he wrote to ſtop the ſailing of ſome 


troops from New York, deſtined for his aſſiſtance, which would probably have 
been intercepted, together with the fleet, their convoy. 


— 


GCE | 
But Europe owns, his hapleſs triumphs ſpeaks, 
Points where the day in hving glory breaks — 


Yes, ſunk Cornwallis more ſublime to ri le, 
Bove ſcandal's livid blight to ſparkle in the ſkies, 


Where ſeraph hoſts, in peals of joy, ſhall fix the ripen'd 


rize ! | 
Sacred by fame ſhall be as Coote's ble ſs d tomb, 
Whilſt in the eaſt a laurel fprig ſhall bloom, _ | 
Or in degen'rate Briton's, days ſhall ſtream a nightly 
bomb.— \ OO Op IEA 


And Hood, and Drake, and Aﬀeck be the theme, 
Who taught her ſons their glory to redeem, 
With ſteady thought the laſting garland weav'd, 
And catch'd the eager gale and yielding furges cleav'd. 
The choſen troop ſwiſt climb the beamy ſides 
Of Gallia's giant chief what boots the boaſt? 


What tho' throng'd hoſts enwrap the ſcanty coaſt ? 


Nor bulk nor numbers can deter the brave, 
Nor louder thunders from their proweſs fave. 


Euſthatia's fall with rage avenging fires, 


More ſtrings each nerve and ev'ry breaſt inſpires. 

The flaming turrets mix earth ſhaking roar, 

Launch bomb on bomb and anſw'ring tempeſts pour. 
Vain the attempt of my preſumptuous ſong. 
Names to enhanſe that dwell on ev'ry tongue, 


And thro the waving line the jolly note prolong; 


To ſtretch. the brilliant files that foes defy, 
That flaſh athwart the field or glitter in the ſky. 


Bouille with late ſucceſs and praiſes fluſh'd, 


In vain t' o'erwhelm the hopes of Britain ruſh'd ; 
But as Euſthatia won his valour warms. 

And with ſuperior ſtrength he now alarms, + 
To Skeene and Preſcot yields the fame of arms. 


Here pauſe, my lyre and tun'd to glory's train, 
Renew the tear for other Fraſer ſlain. 


Rodney 


„ . 
Rodney, who knew his terrors well ſupply cg 
By Wily Hood of zeal and honour try d. 
Still to his country's wiſhes firm and true, 
Wing'd on the wings of expectation flew, 
And, victry's plumes far gliſtening, reſumes 
His pendant that the conſcious deep illumes, 
Back for the weſtern {ſkies expands his fail, 
The chearful crew their welcome chieftain Hail. 
Six warrior-ſhips from ſav'd Gibraltar plough 
(Columbus' voyage a monthly journey now) - 
Th' Atlantic wint ry wave and joyful join, 
And with th' immortal ſqadron's ſtrength combine. 
Gigantic Graſſe with Britiſh courage glow'd, 
Goliah of the deep in triumph rode; 
. Denounc'd the * of Jamaica's fate, 
The ſullen ocean groan'd beneath his weight. 


"1 


But how ſhall I the hoſts encountring tell, 
That chang'd the vernal face of heav'a to hell? 
Who can th' unutterable terrors think? TE 
Death thund'ring round and dread deſtruction's brink ? 
Who count the flaſhing engines that diſplay _ | 
His frightful forms amid' the cloud that hides the day? 
Pluto, in flames and livid darkneſs hurl'd, 

For ſcenes like theſe might leave his nether world. 


And whom, ah whom ? what loyal Britiſh youth, 
Firm and unſhaken in the cauſe of truth, 
Shall I ſelect, the lofty theme t' adorn, 

Glory and grief of that auſpicious morn ? | 
None, none: the mourning, fond, impartial mule, 
Where all were heroes, knows not where to chuſe. 
And where was the relentleſs gurgling grave ? 
Where ſunk the Ville Paris beneath the wave ? 
Boſcawen, ſtooping from the realms above, 
(Boſcawen, known in fight whole country's love) 
In caule of liberty and Briton bold. 
With angels plum'd, with ſeraphs bright enroll'd, 


Hung 


— 


r e 
Hung o'er the conflict in the duſky gale, N | 
Survey d the rocking blaſt and rending fail, — - 
Enjoy d the ſanguine ſun and blotted day, det 
To ſee new heroes ancient worth diſplay 
a And the world's foes confeſs their new diſmay: 
Recall'd th' Armada, the ſtupendous boaſt 
Of popery dark-ſhadowing the coalt, _ | : 
That hopp'd the winds and ſunk the lab'ring ſea, 
Nor knew Eliſa's might was heaven's decree, * 
The ſudden whirlwinds ruſh, the billows foam, | 
They fed the hoſtile wave, or ſeek their bigot home. 


When thou, my muſe, on burniſh'd wings can'ſt ſoar, 
And the bright ſtarry way of heav'n explore, ; 
Its vivid ſplendours paint and walks 4 ; 
Then mA. each hero's blooming palm of chat immortal 
ay. 5 


O guardians of a nation, ſtill proceed, ; 8 
Unite it matchleſs youth in honour's meed ! 
Your raviſh'd maſter owns your ſpreading worth, 

That _— his veins and call'd anew his dormant glories 
orth. ä 
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X 7 HAT makes earth's plants rejoice, beneath what ſign : ] 
To turn the healthful furrow, when to train 'F 
The vine criſp-ſhooting to the tow'ring elm; i 
The management of kine, and how to rear ; 
The friſking calf, and nurſe the buſy bee: 5 
Hence is my ſong, Mecænas. Lights of heaven, 1 
That guide the rolling year: Ye, Bacchus, Ceres, : 
If, by your gifts, the cultivated earth c 
For huſky acorns yielded golden grain, 7 
And made the homely cup with mantling juice 1 
Laugh o'er the brim : and ye, blithe ſcudding fauns 1 
Gods preſent to the ſwain; come, mirthful launs, 1 
And with you bring the ſurbrown Dry ad-maids: 1 
we T 2 Your | 
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( 76 )* 
Your gifts I ſing. And thou, O mighty Neptune, 
Who with thy . Aer 1 earth 
And bad'ſt the ſteed Twift-fprmging beat the plain: 
And thou, of woods erſt W Wieſe fat paſtures - 
Dew-dropt three hundred fnowy heifers crop; © 
Thou, Pan, who left'ſt thy groves paternal, ſheep 
To tend, the prince of ſhepherds to become, 
If here aught claim thy care, attend propitious. 
And thou, Minerva wiſe, of oil inventreſs: 3 
And thou, ble ſs'd boy, that taught'ſt the harrow's uſe: 
And thou, Sylvanus, of the {lender cypreſs 
Who pluck'ſt from earth the malleable root. 
Gods all and goddelles, who guard the plains, 
Teaching t' improve the cholen cultur'd grain, 
Then bidding It to teem with ſhow'rs of heaven ; 
Ouall, all, all, be preſent to our aid. p 


r ar So Pr A RY 


When wakes the ſpring, and the benumbed year 
Hails the warm ſun, and frowning winter's ſnows 
Haſten in torrents down the reeking hills ; 

E'en then ſhou'd the ſtrong ox the delving plough 
Draw lab'ring, whilſt the * whets the ſhare. 
That land at laſt the farmer's wiſh fulfills, _ 
Which twice the ſun, and twice the froſt has felt, 
So {hall his crops prodigious burſt his barns. 


But ere we plough * the fea with vent'rous bark, 
We mult the winds and varying face of heaven 
Explore, and learn the uſage nature taught, 

And for what product fitted is each clime. 

Here waves luxuriant corn, here happier twines 

The powder'd vine and wantons in the gale; _ 

Here flouriſh trees, and ribbon'd graſs unbidden, 1 
| | . dee 


Here is a confuſion in the poet's ſubje& and ſimile. 


<CWY 


See Tmolus ſends ber ſweets of ſaffron hue, 


Smooth iv'ry India, frankincenſe Sabza ; 
Nature's fix d various law, e er ſince Deucalion 
Whirl'd ſtones into the air tha fell down men, 


* - 


A hardy race to tame their kindred ſoil. . 


Now leave delay. WhetrFebruary ſtern _ 
Gleams of faint ſunſhine wears upon his brow, 
Let the freſh ſteer the fertile oily ſoil 
Turn and return, until the mounting fun 
With heat matured roaſt the clods aduſt. 

But if the ſoil be thin, 'twill be enough 
To throw it in Arcturus on the ridge. 
On fertile lands beware the ready weeds 


Choak not the crop ; on thinner leſt the moiſture 


Exhale and leave it of its gas bereft *. 

But let the ſoil new-broken to the plough 
Have reſt alternate baſking in the ſun. 
Where yellow ears erſt nodded to the wind, 
Let pulſe luxuriant ſpread along the field, 
Pea or vetch tremulous, or lupin grave, 


Or mimic let the ſturdy bean a wood. 


Flax draws the parching lands and oats exhauſt, 
And poppies ſpreading ſlumbers of ſweet lethe : 
Yet in their turn they harm not, if rank muck 
And filthy aſhes huſbandmen bluſh not 

To ſcatter plenteous oer the hungry earth, 
Think it no ſhame to owe to Fo" their food. 


Thus 


* It is difficult to tell whether Virgil is here ſpeaking of ground intended for 
ſpring-corn, or a ſummer-ſeafon. Farther if he meant that frequent ploughings 
and pulverations injure by admiſſion of drought, he muſt be wrong, as the m 

ulverized grounds always nouriſh crops the beſt in dry weather, from receiving 
benefic from ſlight ſhowers and dews of no ſervice to rough ground: though like 
all theoriſts, Tull carried his theory too far. In my opinion, experience con- 
tradicts the notion of the ſun's exhaling the virtue either from {oil or manure, 


inconſiſtent indeed with {ome other parts of the Gorgiac. © 


A 


Thus change of crops is reſt unto the boi Dees 
Nor do the years of graſs deny their boon. 


Oft barren lands t improve is denſh'ring known, = 
And flames light-crackling thro the callow ſtubble, 
Whether the earth exerts her hidden ſtrength, 
Or thence conceives new pow'rs; or whether thus 
Its viciouſneſs expire and peccant'humours: ? 
Whether are op'd its fecret veins and pores, 

That juices new afcend and feed the plants; 
Or whether hard ning hence its crannies cloſe, 
That nor the rains may Yrench; nor eager ſun, 
Nor blaſts of Boreas penetrate its holde. 


And much he aids his grounds, who plies the harrow, 
And opes with buſhy drag the lazy clods; + 
And he who rounds the ridge's brawny back, 

Then with the buſy plough it forms anew, 
And rules the foil obedient to his will : a 
Then from Olympus Ceres pleas'd looks down. ' © 


Farmers, for ſummers moiſt, and winters dry, 
Prefer your pray rs : when flies the winter's duſt, 
Then joys the healthy blade, and ſmile the fields. 
So much ſcarce any culture My ſia glads, e 
And Gargarus een wonders at its crops. 


What need I fay of them who, ſown their ſeed, 
Immediate break the mounds that hold the ſtreams, 
Then let them on the land, rill after rill? | 
Who, when the with'ring graſs page oer the plains, 
The bubling ſprings entice from off the hills, *% 

3 | nat 


I have reconciled what is faid of the rains, with the other part of this inge- 
ious philoſophical inquiry, as well as I am able. Denſkiring is an adoption of 
Devon Mire- ing into currency, and means paring and burning the ſoil. 


Its height when equal to the furrow's depth? 


— 


EE e 
That wee glide along their mazy way, 


And ſcatter hte and muſic thro the dale. 
Or what of them who to 4 Ras the corn 
From lodging, feed it in the rampant graſs t, 


Or what of thoſe who the collected moiſture 
Of fens lead down commix d with fatten'd ſand, 
Clofing the cracking lands with tepid oils, | 


# ©® 


If an Oerflowing river haply ſwell 


To cover with its ſlime the fields around? 
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Some plunge their ſeed in medicated ſteeps, ; 


With nitre temp'ring thick black ropy oil +, 


That, ſtead of grain, they be not baulk'd with huſks. 
But tho' with curious eye the ſeed is cull'd.- * 
And the germ haſten'd by a gentle fire, ; 
Degen'rate 'twill, unleſs each circling year 

Man tend the talk with endleſs anxious thought 

And preying care. Thus all things, by hard fate, 


' Prone are to evil, backward to worſe run: 


Juſt as when one with labour ceaſeleſs rows 
A ſtubborn bark againſt the wind and tide ; 


; phe UE 


* It is ſurpriſing to obſerve how this poet abounds in tautolegy, eſpecially in 


epithets; for.the frequent uſe of which Goidſmith cenſures Gay. 


+ A mode at this time practiſed in England: but ſome perſons, for this pur- 
poſe, bruſh off the blades juſt before the corn comes into ear, with the ſcythe, 
ſucceſsfully. | | 


It is obſervable that Virgil's idea of the uſe of ſteeps was that they render 
the grain fuller, and fo they may by ſeparating the light grains. However, the 
preventiorr of what our farmers term black bags, is their purpoſe, and an excel- 
lent one it is, in uling them, by means ol the ſtrong conliſtence of the ſteeps 


bearing up the faulty grains which are thereby ſkimmed off, at the {ame time 


that others which are not ſkimmed off, may be prevented from growing by the 


, ſharpnels of the ingredients. As to haſtening the growth by the warmth ol fire, 


it ſeems to be a whim. 


* 
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If ever he his weary arms relax, N 


* 
5 


Dou n down the conqu ring fliream it rapid drives. 


Beſides the ſigns of heav'n muſt be regarded, abs 
Arcturus and the kids, and burniſh'd e wad | 
Not leſs the farmer than the failor ſhou' * 


Look up t eſcape the rage of angry ſkies 


When day and time of reſt are equal, light 
And darkneſs vying ſhare the world between them *; 
Then exerciſe your cattle, barley ſow, 

Een till the rains of ſullen winter end: 

Now-alfo catch of filv'ry flax the ſeaſon, | 

And poppy's, and quick work the crumbling ſoil, | 

Ere falling rains fur up the harrow's teeth. 

Spring is the time for beans: thee alſo, Lucerne ?, 

The richly mellow furrow does receive; 

Then too the millet's fown, an annual care, 

When with his golden horns the white bull opes 
The year, and ſinks in night the outſted dog. wp 

But if for wheaten harveſts ye prepare, | 

The ſtaff of life, and for full ears intend, 

Let Eoã's Atlantides be hidden, | 

And with its crown the Gnoſian ſtar depart; 

Till then no ſeed is due, till then force not 
The year's beſt hope upon th' unwilling earth. ' 
- Yet many have begun ere Maja ſet, | 

But huſks have reap'd inſtead of weighty grain. 


But 


|  * This may mean the time of the vernal equinox, or rather that of about 
a month before it, when it is light about twelve hours of the twentv-four, 


+ See Tull's account of Columella's huſbandry of Lucerne by him ridiculed. 
But query, whether the Roman farmers really cultivatcd .it according to Colu- 
mella s preciſe, tedious directions, as if for Aſparagus ; whiether the gimcrack 
writers on agriculture of thoſe days did not differ as much from real practice, 
as do thoſe of ours? . f 5 


* t ko G = 


; £ | : + : : | 2 Fo ( 81 0 i | | | . , . 
But if you vetches ſow and pulſes cheap, 3 
Nor een deſpiſe the culture of ſmall lentils, 
a Bootes ſetting is no rule obſcure, © +» . 
Begin, and to mid- winter puſh the ſeaſon. . ; ; 


* * Though ſome particulars of 93 74 precepts, as what he meant by 
warning the huſbandman to defer the ſeaſon of wheat till aftar Maja, poſſibly 
be meant ſome ſtar; early ſown corn being univerſally known to produce 
75 not huſks, but the heavieſt grain; I think the Georgics really inſtruttive even 
in England, and that Addiſon's repreſentation of them, according to the opinion 
g of Seneca and others as being little more than merely poetical, is erroneous; 
the clamour raiſed againſt him 5 that critic concerning the time he names for 
ſowing millet, when day and night are equal being filenced by Columella. 


I will conclude in proof that there is nothing new under the ſun, with 
Ovid's- complaint that in his time oxen were ejected from the plough by 


. horſes: 
Bella diu tenuere viros : erat aptior enſis 
Vomere: cedebat taurus arator equo. | 8 : 
t His tribute I have paid to the innocent amuſement I have formerly taken 


in both the theory and practice of huſbandry, but now Diis aliter viſum eſt. 
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ORIENTAL MANUSCRIPT. 
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OUD you enjoy A ſoverei repoſe Th 
Chuſe for your empire's ſeat a maſſy tow'r 


W 


 Frowning oer ſome ſequeſter'd wild, where you A 
May bid the world and cant of fools defiance. 


Thither let come the trembling wretch, to take 
The nodded doom : and let each caſt, each turn - 
Of thy commanding eye be final fate, 
Reverſeleſs, like the law of ancient Mede 
And Perſian alt ring not—Dread Majeſty ! 
The ſacred thirſt of gold and ſway unite, _ FN 


. 


% 
' 
* 


3 F 
And brace thy dazzling, adamantine throne, 
That ſcepter'd ſlaves ſhall hang upon thy will, 


Bearing thy mandates to their viceroy ſtates. 


Let no ſoft-hearted, whining, mungrel wretch, 
Who cannot, like the noble Khouli Khan, 


Enjoy another's torments, treat his 


gueſts 


With cries of tortur'd fools, who dare but lift 


Their daſtard faces for a fellow's pardon ; 


Approach thy place to ſhake thy manly ſoul. 


To make thy luxury and joy complete, 

Mark for thy fav'rite, one whoſe teeming brain 
Shall ſoothe thy morning-ear with torments ſuch, 
That gibbets, fiery pincers, and the rack, 
The eyelid torn away to face the ſun 
Darting his ſcorching, noontide beams in climes 
Of ſandy Afric, be a horror ſmall 


With them compar'd : on the ſame hiſſin 
| Dainties be cook'd and caitifs' marrow 


g grate 


fry d, 
Whilſt thy ſoft down ſhall form the 3 contraſt. 
Let hos be thy ſtring- muſic, dying wheuls 
Thy flutes, to conſtitute thy daily concert, . 

And lengthen with the melody thy feaſts. 
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HEN, now renew'd the din of arms 
Fills the wide world with dire alarms; 


When, Turks of kites become the food, 
The Danube rung a 2 flood; 


With men his horrid monſters fed, 

When the black Euxine's turn'd to . 

When, good old England his reliance, 

The puny Swede bids Kate dehance, 
And Vander Noot, a ſaucy foe, . 

puck at the threats of mighty Joe: 

Whilſt G—— rejoices, and ſhrewd Pitt, 


At the Brabancons well-tim a hit, 


3 4 8: 
Who ſtill with ſacred rapture glow 
For flavour ſweet of Papal toe; 


Throughout the world their wiſh convey, 


That youthful Selim may bear ſway, 
And trim, to keep the balance even 
Between the pow'rs of Hell and Heaven ; 
With Satan to keep matters right, 1 2 
Knowing that he abounds with ſpite ; 
Can halloo, and for juſtice bawl, 
And a ſtrong int'reſt has withal; 
Can kick, and bite and tear-and pook 
Thoſe that are not down in his book; 
And if he be not on their fide, © 
Fearing that he may tan their hide— 
When modern Miſdom's ſpreading ray, 
Does wide its potent beams diſplay, 
And winds their ſolemn dirges blow, 
Where the erſt dread Ba#lille lies low; 
When Britons, laid the bear aſide, 
Think to the fox themſelves ally'd ; 
Looking aſquint, adopt the plan, 
By Mynheers practis'd in Japan; 
| Regard the goſpel not a jot, 
If Tare and Trett go on full trot; 
To dames with ſpectacles on noſe, 
Conſign the Bible, like old clothes; 
So much it is, tho' it ſeem odd, 
Better to ſerve the King than God, 
And better bus'neſs for a man, 
Barrels to gage, than texts to ſcan— 
To mammon when fed Prelates ſwerve, 
Exciſemen thrive, and Curates ſtarve ; 
When leaping oer a hedge and ditch 
Is the beſt road to livings rich, 
And he who pours down bottles three, 
A pluraliſt may claim to 13 
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When thus impartial. Juſtice rules 

The world devoid of knaves and fools, | 
Doubtleſs, a monarch juſt and true, ©. © 
E'en to the Devil will give his due, eee Ts 
And fave his ſhillings, pounds and pence, -- ' 
Nor bigot be in Fazih's defences) O12" 
Yet, howloe'er the Faith he bilk | MELTED 
Our pockets frequently does milk. 
Whilſt Son runs out, and Father crocks, 
We much reſemble ſhuttlecocks; 
A ſpendthrift one, and one a Griperr,.s 
We, on both ſlides, ſtill pay the piper; 
And when K s bid with dance; 
Can ſubjects liege refuſe to dance ? 
So when Election opes its fiſt, ia 

Salutes our ear the Civil Liſt. 


Tis wond'rous news is come from France, 5 
To hear how Monſieurs ſkip and dance, 
To Liberty's young notes ſo gay, 

Like to a jackdaw or a jay 
Ken Louis, with as ſharp an eye, 
As cer did marrowbone a pye. 
What ruffles, bags, and tails of pigs, 
Bows, fcrapes, ſhrugs cringes, whims and jigs, 
Through the blithe realms of France abound, 
The veigns like Champaigne circling round, 
And full declare tis Freedom's potion 
Is ſurely the Ferpetual Motion? 


Whilſt Frederic, an errant Knight, 
To patch up States employs his might, 
Cooking of politics the meſs, | 
Succours grim tyrants in diſtreſs; 
But 1s not fond himſelf of blows, 
Pleas d better, to turn out his toes; 


e 
Or, better ſtill, to get a ſnack, 
Again ſhou'd fav'rite Poland crack: 
Happy indeed of them the lot, 
That ſuch kind guardians have got, 


Without an opputtunity. | 


Who ne'er invade their neighbours, ly, | 


But, tho' advent'rous Peter Pindar 
A jolly Monarch burns to tinder, 
Nor ſuffers him, in his own houſe, 
In peace, to crack a joke or louſe; 
And now has taken 1n his crany, 
To grace the Attic Miſcellany ; 
Wiſely forbears my gentler mule, 
Kings patriotic to abuſe, 
Leſt Hawk/b'ry, foreman of old B——, 
 Untune my tabor and my lute. 
Far diſF rent wight is Toby Tickle, _ 
A ſcribe in th Oracle, fo mickle, 
In talents matching a tomtit, 


And vending nonſenſe for ſhrew'd wit, 


Of coxcomb Bell the choſen teſt, 
Slipt at a puiſh 'gainſt parſon Efte. 
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ONG have poor Chriſtians patient moan'd, 
Beneath the rod oppreſſive groan d, 
From year to year, from age to age, 
Triumphant ſeen barbarian rage, 


Europe, where beam'd her Eaftern ray, 


Bent low beneath the Turkiſh ſway, 
Enwrapt in deep impervious gloom 
The orange - bud and vineyara's bloom, 


- 


And 


(9 ) 
And in the danube's roaring ſtream 
Reflected the rude fabre's gleam. 


But now, the juſt Muſtapha dead, 
Thunders the war round Selim's head, 
A tyrant, in whoſe ſanguine ſoul 
Relentleſs rage and fury roll, 

And doubly wake Almighty ire 

To whelm his battlements in fire; 
Of pow'r divine the unſeen arm 
Withers his ſtrength with near alarm. 


Tho' lagging vengeance tempt the fool 
Events t gleribe to mortal rule, 
And hypocrites of ev'ry land, 

Thick as the grains of ocean's ſand, 
Or thoſe who, bolder, dare proclaim 

Rank hatred of the Chriſtian name, 

Join with hoarſe din rebellion's voice, 

With undiſſembled joy rejoice, 
That Belgia's rude e. hoſt 
Shall ſave the haughty Turk, their boaſt: 
Tho' dark and mazy is the road 
That leads to the abode of God, 
Fear not that His omniſcient view 
Can loſe the complicated clew, 
Or that his ſtrong unerring hand 
Shall not the web of fate command. 
Let not, kind Reader, let not pride 
Turn from the truth your heart aſide: 
Ah! let not wolves 1n clothes of ſheep, 
The meed of righteous paſtors reap, 
But with the world and Devil ſtrive, 
That when the hour of death arrive, 
Z 


\ 


True 


( 92 ) 


True faith may blunt his mortal ſtin 


And hear heavn's domes with ae ring. x 


Let not bleſs'd Chri/tmas by you pals, 


N tinkling cymbal, ſounding braſs; ' * . 
| Fut let the ſweet, aufpicious morn, . . 
In which the glorious Babe was born, 


Sink deep into your minds and heart, 

That Hell in vain ſhall forge his dart; 

And freed your ſouls from earthly clay ''- 
Shall fearleſs with heav'n's lightmings play. 
Ah, let not martyr'd ſaints complam - 
That Chriſt fog all men dy'd in vain! 

Let not vile « ſcreants e'er perſuade 
'Tis juſt for man for man to trade, 
Almighty vengeance to defy, _ 
Tho' lingers the fork'd bolt to fly. 
What God has writ on ev'y breaſt, 
Plain as the ſan, on all impreſs d, 
Let not curs'd avarice efface | 
And in its ſtead hell's figures place, 
Wretches ofpeakle {s woe decree, 


Punch to enhanſe and ſweeten tea. 


Wet with their fellows' vital blood, 


Unmin 


Can men, can Chriſtians reliſh food 


And vain luxurious viands fip; _ 
Ata of the ſcarpion Whip, 
Of them that bear life's galling load 


And a taſkmaſter's ceaſeleſs'goad? - 
Hard is the lot of them indeed 


5 I rue man's lawleſs will decreed. 


k 


. 


Did juſtice {way the ſons of earth, 
Whence of eternal wars the birth? 
Whence that its terrible array” 

Shakes the wide world and blaſts the day? 


— 0 


And. 


is 


e | 
And, O kind Reader, don't refuſe 
To liften to the faithful Muſe, 


* Clad in beneficence and love 
And feathers of the turtle dove, 


Baſe av'rice and oppreſſion fell 
bhorring as the Gates of Hell. 
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Preface. page 2, 4th line from bottom, note, for opgates read averſe—p. 6, J. 5. put, a 


ſemicolon at word. 


Poetry. Page 7, line 1, make a daſs at tbe; 12, l. 5, for heavens read heaven's 


. 25, col. 1,1. 6, place a comma inftead of a point at fiy—ibid, I. 22, for War's 
rage, read Thy fate id. note, for this line, rend theſe lines—p. 32. col. 1. I. 27, 
place a comma at fome—p. 33, col. 1, J. 25, for The read Nor—ibid. I. 27, read 
Nor turtle, lure—3z6:d. I. 29, read The world t' unite i679. J. 30, for a full point, 
read a ſemicolon—p. 34, col. 1, I. 4, for bluſhing, read maiden—p. 37, col. 1, in 
the next edition eraſe from l. g to 18 incluſfve—p. 42, col. 2, l. 4, for runs read run 
—þ. 50, I. 1, place a comma at join'd==p. 63, J. 11, for that read ſhe, and place a 
comma at ſaves—þ. 64, J. 18, for thy read the—ibid. I. 22, for the read thy—p. 
70, I. 21, perfect the parenthefis at vain !—p. 70 ſbould have been 72, put an afterick - 
at Coote, and this nate The tomb of Wolfe needs not the muſe's reminiſcence— 


5. 71, laft 1. but one, for Briton read Britain—p. 72, J. 11, for fed read feed 


5p. 77. 1. 2, for India read India—ibid. laſt word of the note, for Gorgiac read 


_ Georgiac—p.78, for winter's read winter==p. 79, I. 16, for circling read circling 


ibid. I. 1, of note, for tautolegy read tautology—p. 86, J. 24, place a comma at 
ſhrage—4bid. J. 26, Jorenges _ veins, \ 


